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ACT ONE 


CHARACTERS 

SAKHARAM BINDER 
caksfimi 
DA WOOD MI VAN 
CHAMI'A 

eouzdar shinde 


SCENE 

The actum takes place in Sakharam Binders house. 


SCENE I 

jfiv evening. An old red-tiled house, the sort one finds in the alleys of small 
[strict towns. There are two rooms—an outer room and a kitchen with a 
ndow at the back. Both are visible to the audience. The shouts of children 
fn be heard. 

IKHakam [offstage, roars at the children]. Hey, you! What the hell’s 
ifliappening here? What’re you gaping at? You think we’re 
^dancing nalted round here? Move on, get the hell out of here! I’ll 
ilhine your bottoms for you, I’m warning you, the whole lot of 
you! Now, get out! 

[Enters with a woman, after he has opened the door up left. He is 
middle-aged. A coarse but impressive personality. Moustaches; a sall- 
and-pepper stubble on the chin. He is wearing a dhoti, a grimy shirt 
and a jacket. The cap on his head is slightly askew. He is wearing 
chappals. 

The woman appears terrif ied. She clutches at the bundle held close to 
her bosom and cowers near the wall, trembling with fright.] 

jfXkiiARAM. Come in. Have a good look around. You’re going to 
' live here now. This house is like me. I won’t have you complain¬ 
ing later on. [She casts a nervous glance across the room.] Yes, look 
carefully around the place. If you think it’s all right, put down 
your bundle and stay. Otherwise you can clear out. This is not a 
royal palace. It’s Sakharam Binder’s house. And Sakharam 
Binder is not like your previous man. You’ll find out what he’s 
like. No free and easy ways here, see? I’m hot-headed. When I 
lose my temper, I beat the life out of people. I’ve a foul mouth. 

' There's always a bidi or an oath on my lips—that’s what the whole 
town says about me. I’m not rich but I pull on. You’ll get two 
Mjuare meals. Two saris to start with and then one every year. 
And not a fancy one at that. 1 won’t hear any complaints later. I 
like everything in order here. Won’t put up with slipshod ways. 
If you’re careless. I’ll show you the door. Don’t ask for any pity 
then. And don’t blame me either. I’m the master here. I don’t 
care if they treat me like dirt outside. But a house must be a 
home, you understand? 

|,SVi#' somehow manages a nod.] 
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ACT ONE 


CHARACTERS 

SAKHARAM BINDER 
I.AKSHMI 
DAWOOD Ml VAN 
< 'HA MBA 

fouzdar SHINDK 

SCENE 

The action takes place in Sakharam Binder's house. 



SCENE I 

It is evening. An old red-tiled house, the sort one finds in the alleys of small 
district towns. There are two rooms—an outer room and a kitchen with a 
mtdow at the back. Both are visible to the audience. The shouts of children 
iffin be heard. 

Sakharam [offstage, roars at the children]. Hey, you! What the hell’s 
happening here? What’re you gaping at? You think we re 
dancing naked round here? Move on, get the hell out of here! Ell 
I *hine your bottoms for you, Em warning you, the whole lot of 
[ you! Now, get out! 

[Enters with a woman, after he has opened the door up left. He is 
middle-aged. A coarse but impressive personality. Moustaches; a salt- 
and-pepper stubble on the chin. He is wearing a dhoti, a grimy shirt 
and a jacket. The cap on his head us slightly askew. He is wearing 
chappals. 

The woman appears terrified. She clutches at the bundle held close to 
her bosom and cowers near the wall, trembling with fright.] 

■ harmaram. Come in. Have a good look around. You’re going to 
live here now. This house is like me. I won’t have you complain- 
i ing later on. {She casts a nervous glance across the room.] Yes, look 
I carefully around the place. If you think it’s all right, put down 
your bundle and stay. Otherwise you can clear out. This is not a 
royal palace. It’s Sakharam Binder’s house. And Sakharam 
Binder is not like your previous man. You’ll find out what he s 
like. No free and easy ways here, see? Em hot-headed. When I 
lose mv temper, I beat the life out of people. Eve a foul mouth. 
There’s always a bidi or an oath on my lips—that’s what the whole 
town savs about me. Em not rich but I pull on. You’ll get two 
square meals. 'T wo saris to start with and then one every year. 
And not a fancy one at that. 1 won’t hear any complaints later. I 
like everything in order here. Won’t put up with slipshod ways. 
If you’re careless. Ell show you the door. Don’t ask for any pity 
then. And don’t blame me either. Em the master here. I don’t 
care if they treat me like dirt outside. But a house must be a 
home, you understand? 

[ She somehow manages a nod.] 
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a bidi and sits on a stool.) 

F We re not saints. We’re men. I tell you, worship and prayer can’t 
fUUtfy the itch. If you want a thing, well, you’ve got to have it! 
What’s there to hide? And from whom? From our Father? 

f [She is squatting by the stove, with the tea things. She is looking for 
Wumething. Finally she gets up and comes to the kitchen door. Clears her 
throat softly to attract his attention.) 

{Slightly more amiable now) Go on, speak up. I know I’m foul- 
mouthed. Bothers you, doesn’t it, even to hear me talk? I’ve been 
iikr this right from birth. Born naked, I was. My mother used to 
B|y, the brat’s shameless. He’s a Mahar born in a Brahmin home. 
And if 1 was, who’s to blame? It wasn’t my doing. . . . 

\She appears terribly embarrassed.) 

Vou look upset ... so you must be a Brahmin then. . . . 

t&he shakes her head. Wants to say something.) 

I‘here you are! Not born a Brahmin and yet you’ve a Brahmins 
wuys! And me! Born in a Brahmin family, but I’m a Mahar, a dirty 
fcilvenger. I call that a bloody joke! I ran away from home when I 
was eleven. Got fed up with my father’s beatings. Nothing I did 
ever seemed right. You’d think I was his enemy or something. 
The way he’d thrash me! You, looking for something? 

IHK \her head bent). A matchbox. 

IAKharam [throws at her his own). There you are. Take this one. 
And you mustn’t be shy. You must always ask for what you want. 
But if you don’t get it, don’t complain. Remember, this is not a 
king’s, but Sakharam Binder’s palace. 

£ [She turns to go, then halts.) 

Now what? You’ll find the tea leaves in a tin. Or is it all finished? 

I‘he one before you, she must have finished most of it. She used' 
lo drink a lot of tea. She left last Friday, 
pit ik [shakes her head) . Where are the gods? 
iakharam. I see . . . the gods? Must be around somewhere. . . . 
I’he one before her . . . she went in for that sort of thing. 1 think 
there were a couple of pictures. Don’t know if she took the lot 
with her. The one who came after her, she wasn’t interested. She 
used to worship her husband’s shirt. The man was out to kill her, 
hut, as far as she was concerned, he was God! The fellow who’s 
out to kill them—he’s a god! The chap who saves them—he’s just 
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a man! She worshipped his shirt for two full years. She had M 
I took her to the hospital at Miraj. Last Friday that was. Shedfl 
there, hugging his shirt to herself. Look, I like a lot of sugdi 
my tea and I like it strong and red. Go on, get it, quick! 

[She goes in. As she squats by the stove, she notices an old sari on Jm 
ctothes line. She gazes at it for a minute. Then she lights the stove 
puts the water on to boil She is lost in thought. In the outer tmM 
Sakharam takes off his jacket and hangs it on a peg. He sees somethim 
through the window.] 

Hey, you son of a bitc h, you! Are you blind? Can’t you seehj 

[She shuts her eyes tight, unable to bear this. 1 

J 


Your cow's breaking my fence. Be careful! That fence cniffl 
money. 

[Sakharam brings down his mridanga from a peg. He removes M 
' 0Ver ' ™ ndles ^ instrument with care. Then he begins to play it softH I 

responding to its rhythms.] » 

Fine! That’s right! 

[.S7,e brings him hi* tea. Clears her throat to draw hi* attention* | 
Here, give me the cup. 

(SVic gives it to him. He pours it into the saucer, takes a draught and 
roars.] 

Hah . . . hah . . . hah. . . . 
f She is scared. ] 

Kxcellenr! 

[She looks relieved. He finishes his tea and puts down the cup and 
saucer. She picks it up and is about to go in.] M 

Have some yourself. You must take what you want. Mustn’t wait 
to be told. No such pampering here! 

[She goes m. Squats by the stove. Is about to pour some tea for herself 
and drink it when she hears a voice calling off.] 



voick. You there, Sakharam? m 

sakharam [shouting). Who's that? l)awood Miyan? Come, come 
along. Come in. 




| |Dawood enters.] 
pAWoon. Salaam Walekum! 

VsKiiaram [loudly]. More tea out here! [To Dawood] Walekum 
i Salaamf Come, sit down! 

Pawood. They say you’ve caught a new bird? 

SAKHARAM. Yes. Just now. About an hour ago. How’re you 
kyetting along? 

Iawood. So-so. [Peering inside] Where did you get her from? 
Iakiiaram. From Sonavane. I’d heard some rumour. So I went 
there this morning. 1 found her in a dharmshala. 

(i \vv< ion [peering inside]. Let’s have a look! 

#akmaram. Nothing much to look at this time. Must have been all 
t ight once upon a time. But there’s no spark left in her now. Her 
|0rd and master must have seen to that! 

|,SVie is standing at the door with the tea.] 

1 tell you, Miyan, those fellows—they can’t lather a brat and they 
: take it all out on their wives. Beat her, kick her every single 
minute of the day. They’re an impotent lot! For them the 
f' woman’s just dirt, that’s all. 
t |Dawood motions to Sakharam to stop. She is at the door.] 

aakharam [walks to the door, takes the cup and comes back again]. I’ve 
' f yet to meet a more gutless breed than these husbands. We re a 
^ whole lot better than those swine! 

\ [Dawood takes the cup. He has a sympathetic expression on his face.] 

Not that I don’t give a blow now and then. I know I do. But that’s 
f. not because I don’t have any guts myself. I m like this mridanga 
f here. It plays better when it is warmed up. I’m like that. 

[ She is looking for something inside the kitchen.] 

It’s good thing I’m not a husband. Things are fine the way they 
^ are. You get everything you want and yet you’re not tied down. 

II you’ve had enough, if she’s had enough, you can always part. 
' The game is over. Nothing to bother you after that. While it lasts, 
tihe has a roof over her head, and you get home-cooked food. 

■ That’s a cheap way of fixing all your appetites. No need for you to 
go begging to another’s house! And on top of it, the woman stays 
docile. She works well, she behaves herself. She knows that one 
wrong move and out she goes. Come to think of it—women 
they’re a clever lot. It’s only when a woman gets married that she 
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Act One 

[In the meanwhile, she has ferreted out two or three pictures of the gats. 
She has wiped off the dustfrom the frames and arranged them in order.) 

Wait, I’ll get the coals. 

[Sakharam enters the kitchen. He looks at her, sitting before the pictures 
of the gods.) 

1 want some live coals. 

[She gets up with a start. She goes to the stove.) 

My meal has to be ready by seven o’clock. Four bhakris of jowar, 
and green chillis to go with them. You’ll Find some garlic chutney 
in a tin somewhere. The chillis are in that basket. The flour in 
that large bin there. 

[She gives him live coals on a metal plate.) 

This is no way to hand over coals for chilum. 

[He brings out an old incense-burner from the corner.) 

Give them in this. 

[She gives the coals to him.) 

If you’re used to rice, look around—you’ll find some in the 
house. The one before you, she liked rice. There must be some 
dal too. I don’t eat rice. 

[She listens. He looks at her for a second and comes into the outer room 
with the coals. She begins to cook his dinner. She finds a small oil lamp 
and places it in front of the gods. A bell chimes in the distance. She folds 
her hands in prayer, turning in that direction. In the outer room 
Sakharam and Dawood are engrossed in their ganja. They are puffing 
away.) 

Bam-Bhole, Bam-Bhole. Pull, Dawood Miyan. Pull. This is real 
good. 

f The lights Jade. The mridanga resounds.) 


SCENE II 

/ he mridanga continues. When the lights come on, she us in the kitchen. 
She is spreading out a few rags. Sakharam is playing the mridanga in the 
■niter room. She folds her hands in prayer • before the gods, then lies down on 
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mr2nga U i“ A "** ^ *“"* ^ W ***««»• *M« »J 

sakharam. Bam-Bhole. 

ERSfttrEKrtti* *"*■* J 

Carry on, sweep the room. 

- », „ ~ tT" I 

Not here. I here! 

Don t get up. Sit down. 

^ """"■' «“«>> “«<*. head bent, begins to get up.) 

I said, don't get up! 

[She remains still.] 

Sleep here tonight. 

^ rfe ”' somehow - *** manages to get up and begins 

teforeTgo mttee^The'v 0 " 1 ^ h"T'° have my le « s Passed 
[She site down on the mattress.] 

"f" My ' egS - ' S UrdU ■*“« *P«k« here or what? I said ’ 

l^r comes forward and sits by hisfoet. He speaks a trifle softer | 

Now press my legs. 


|She begins to press his legs, half-heartedly.] 

All the way up! 

[She presses them up all the way, but in a scared sort of way.) 

Do it properly. Those legs aren’t going to bite you! I’m tired to¬ 
day. I set out for Sonavane early this morning and the return trip 
was quite a walk. Too much for the legs. 

[She is quietly pressing his legs.] 

Now let’s hear your name. 
hhk. Laxmi. 

hakharam. Laxmi? [Gazing at her] Nice name that. And your 
husband’s name? 

[Laxmi silent. Presses his legs.] 

sakharam. Your husband’s name? 

[She continues to press his legs in silence.] 

Why, of course! A good wife is not supposed to utter his name? 
I’m not used to all this! 

[She sobs and puts a comer oj her sari to her eves.] 

What’s wrong? Oh, all right. I won’t ask you. The whole lot of 
you! All alike where this one thing’s concerned. Mention your 
husband’s name and your eyes begin to brim over with tears. He 
kicks you out of the house; he is out to squeeze the life out of you. 
But he’s your God. You ought to worship a god like that with 
shoes and slippers! He should be whipped in public. Gods, eh? 

[She is pressing his legs.] 

You women, you’re all the same. Suckled by dead mothers! 
Corpses! That’s what you are. You get kicked by your husbands 
and you go and fall at their feet! 

[She is silent.] 

Did you eat? 

[She continues to press his feet.] 

I asked you something. 1 can’t stand people not answering my 
questions. Have you eaten? 

[She shakes her head.] 
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Why not? 

fS/ir is still pressing his feet.] 

What did I ask you? 

[He thrusts aside the blanket .] 

U iS ChatUn,U t0day - And in -V case . 
•sakharam [ not expecting this kmd of reply). So you fast? 

[iMxmi nods.] 

yesterday?" ' haVe ea ' en ' he nlomin g either. What about 
\Imx mi shakes her head.] 

to km yourseif - fas,in * nte this? I 

[l mx mi does not answer him.] 

(*o. Go and sleep. 

1 WanI ask V- May f? 

■ AXst, [fumbling). Where do you keep the cotton? I d like some to 
light the oil-lamp in front of the gods. 

sakiiaram I’ve no idea where the one before you kept it I neve, 

1 Lnl « e h ° USe ' 111 get SOme ' omorrow what else 5 
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eyes no *, et"? BU ‘ ^ deVO ' e<1 She never n '* d 

hospital at' baCL SHe dfed 


Act One 


135 


i.axmi. Any children? 

hakharam. Two. The husband kept them. That’s why she pined 
away. Those last moments she was gasping for breath, but she 
kept on repeating her husband’s name. She remembered the 
I children. I gave her her last sip of water, but the name on her lips 
was her husband’s. 

[Laxmi sighs.] 

What’s the matter? I did everything good and proper. I lit the 
funeral pyre. The crow wouldn’t touch the rice. So I swore at 
that soul of hers lodged in him. I said, ‘It was that bloody 
husband of yours who cast you off. What do you go on pestering 
me for? I owe you nothing. I gave you a roof over your head. 
Was that a wrong thing to do? Now let me go, without any more 
fuss.’ I yelled and the crow came down at once and pecked at the 
rice. I had my bath and that was that! Once a person crosses this 
threshold, she belongs here. When she leaves this house, it’s all 
over between us. After that I can’t be bothered. But even when I 
send her away, I do it good and proper. I give her a sari, a choli 
and fifty rupees. Plus a ticket to where she wants to go. I’m glad 1 
remembered—I’d forgotten to tell you that. And you’re free to 
take all that you’ve been given here. I mean clothes, chappals , 
bangles. Oh, yes. Everything good and proper, where Sakharam 
Binder is concerned. He’s no husband to forget common 
decency. Go, go and sleep. Don’t stand there nodding. There’s 
no strength left in you with all that fasting. But I’m warning you, 
you won’t last long in this house if you go around looking like a 
corpse. Mine is no ordinary appetite. And I won’t hear any 
complaints later. I have to get to the Press at seven every 
morning. I come home at noon. Then back to the Press at two 
and home at six. When we have an urgent job on hand, I’ve to 
work overtime. Then you must have those two bhakris ready for 
me by six-thirty in the morning. One whole day gone today, 
going to Sonavane! I’ll have to work overtime tomorrow. 

[He turns on his side to go to sleep. She goes in into the kitchen, bar 
away, the bhajan continues. The lights fade out.] 

SCENE III 

When the lights come on, the night is far advanced. Sakharam is snoring 
away. Outside, a deep silence. Ixixmi is by his feet ; she is sitting with her 
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h ('rlrli e, ,tTu Sh /f mes hrr <* '"Me, then .she opens them. 

(>radually the lights fade out. ^ 


SCENE IV 

When the lights come on again. Laxmi is .seen .sitting in the kitchen. She I 
room 0,14 haggard U0W an,i shows more "f‘iff ■ The outer 

i. a x m j [bending down and laughmg loudly]. You little rascal, you’re 
trying to trick me, are you? I put you out, and you steal in a trail! 
You want me to feed you all the time? You’re getting spoilt' 

N, M y ,‘k U ,7 OU r on>t R et anything now. I told you, didn’t I? 
No. Nothing. Don t look at me like that. Get away from here. Get 
away Dtdn t I tell you to move off? Pawing me all the time. Go 
: >l ‘7’ m '; t0 , nle anywhere near me. Can’t you hear? [Laughs as it 

m s h l r' d °"’ t ' NoW watch out! 1-11 r eally hit you if you get into 
my lap. Go away. Get away, you, you leech! I’m not going to give 

fim a r w' h,nS / tH ? a 7' Y °er Ve beCome a re K u| ar pest. Get off me 
first. [She giggles] Get off me, you hear? Oh. dear-why're voti 
after my blood, you? 7 

[Sakharam, back from work, stands at the doorway, listening.] 

Get off me, please! Rightaway. 

[Sakharam is about to explode. He strides into the kitchen. Laxmi is 
gigghng away, all alone. She becomes silent the minute she sees him 
Repressing her giggles, she gets up and stands modestly.] 

sakharam [lookingsuspiciously all over]. What was going on here? 
[Laxmi shakes her head, meaning, ‘Nothing. ’ ] 

Then what made you laugh so much? [He looks at her suspiciously ] 
Who were you talking to? ' 

[Lxixmi represses a laugh.] 

[Grumbling] You must be crazy, talking to yourself like this! 

[He s still looking round the room searchingly. Laxmi stands silent.] 
Who were you talking to? 

hijack ^ h€<Ui Sakharam comes t0 the outer room, taking off 


She talks to herself! 

[Grunts and glances suspiciously in the direction of the kitchen. As soon 
as he is out, Laxmi looks hurriedly for something very near the spot 
where she has been sitting.] 

I don’t want to hear this sort of thing again, I’m warning you. 
Laughing all by yourself! 

[Ixixmi takes the lea off the fire. Then she fills a jar of water from a 
bucket and carries it out, beyond the front door where Sakharam is 
waiting for her. She pours the water out for him and he scrubs his 
hands, feet and face very vigorously. He wipes himself with the towel she. 
gives him. Roth come in. Sakharam in front, Ixixmi behind him. 
Sakharam relaxes on a mattress on the floor. Very quietly Ixixmi begins 
to press his legs. He’s watching her with a trace of wonder on his face. 
Their eyes meet. She looks down.] 

sakharam [taking her hand in his]. Why were you laughing? 
laxmi [taking her hand away]. Somebody might see us ... . 
sakharam. You think I’m afraid of anyone? 
laxmi. I’ll get the tea. 

sakharam [still retaining her hand in his, thinks for a second, and then, 
letting go her hand]. Come soon. 

[Laxmi goes in, gets the tea, and gives it to him.] 

sakharam [takes the lea, beckons to her to sit beside him]. Sit down! 

[She continues to stand.] 

I said sit here. 

[She sits down reluctantly, keeping her distance.] 

Not like a wife! Closer! 

[He pulls her close. He offers her some tea.] 

Have some. . . . 
laxmi. I’ve left mine inside. 

sakharam. I’ll knock out your teeth if I hear that again! I’m 
offering you tea from my cup and you tell me yours is in the 
kitchen. Here. 

[She takes a sip and holds up her hand, meaning, ‘Enough. ' He forces 
her to have more. Then he has some. She. gets up to go in with his cup 
and saucer, but he stops her.] 
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Who were you laughing with just now? 

I.axmi. Nobody! 

■•akharam. You mean I imagined it all? 

.axmi. No. Not that. 

•akharam. Then . . ? 
axmi. It was just something. 
akharam. Just something? 
axmi [fumbles]. To do with a black ant. 

AKHARAM. What? 

[Omni nods, as if to say, That 's right. ) 

akharam. You were talking to a black am? 

AXMI. Yes, I was. | 

akharam. Wasn’t he talking to you. too? 

XXM1 - Ves. I mean, no. 

[Sakharam is left gaping.] 

\ mean, I was speaking for him, too. 

kharam. You were talking to a black ant? What next? 11 

f Ijucmi is silent. ] 

nTyZ probably knotvthe°ant ^ ^ a " 

-er. teXr.reS £ «“ 

kharam. As if there's just that one black ant here' There must 

'J*? em in h ° USe A "' “* ‘hem mighTcoirn; 

<MI. But I can recognize him now. 

• haram. How? 

iMI ' 1 ta "' t sa V how. I know when he comes 
haram. You know! And how? 
mi. From the way he walks. 
haram. The way the ant walks? 

, M ';T eS ’ 1 SWear *“ > ou - He doesn’t come to me running But 
walks very slowly, and he goes round the grain of ,near 
fore putting his mouth to it R K 

haram Who? T he am? what else does he d() . 

th hi^t° nCe tOUChed the su « ar ’ his mouth 

r Xours mOUth ' Rea " y! An<1 Whal else 'his 
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l axmi. He picks up the grain of sugar and goes near the wall. 
hakharam. Then? 

I axmi. He’s grown very bold these last two days. He leaves the 
sugar alone, and comes after me instead. 
sakharam. Oh really! Wonderful! And what else? 
i.axmi. He climbs on me. 

sakharam. Very good. He climbs on you, does he? And then? 
i.axmi. Then he refuses to get off. ... Do what I may . . . he just 
will not get off. [Gets up.] Shall I bring him to you? 
sakharam. Who? The ant? Look here, I’m in my right senses still. 
T he ant talks to you, you tell me! Listen. I won’t stand such crazy 
nonsense! You’ll have to behave more sensibly, if you want to 
stay. Understand? Remember that. Now go in. Go. 

[S/ic takes the cup and saucer with her. He looks after her. He’s 
humming the first line of a lavani in a discordant and masculine 
voice.] 

I 

sakharam. Now here we have something else again. The other 
one used to hug her husband’s shirt. This one talks to ants, just 
think what these damned husbands do to their wives! 

goes into the kitchen and washes the cup and saucer. Bends down, 
searching for something, then sits doum. Sakharam begins to bring out 
the chilum and its paraphernalia from the usual niche. He is 
muttering to himself.] 

Dawood hasn’t turned up yet. 

i.axmi [softly but audibly]. I had to face the music and all on account 
of you! That’s right. You eat the sugar and 1 get the scolding. 
Nobody believes me. Ants, sparrows, crows—they all talk to me. 
Why do you talk to me? Eh? Why must you talkee-talkee to me? 
Go on .. . tell me.. . . You naughty little fellow.. .. Tell me. . . . 

[Sakharam comes in to fetch coals; he stands for a minute in the 
doorway, listening to her. He loses his temper.] 

sakharam [shouting]. What the hell’s going on here? Is this a 
house or a loony-bin? 

[She stands up, startled.] 

.lemember what I told you. Don’t you dare repeat this sort of 
thing! All this madness must stop at once. 

[She is trembling with fear.] 

I’ll knock your brains out, I will. I want coals. 
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^ou'tThim}^ UP ^ incense ' bumer ’ P 11 ^ cnak <« it, and holds il 

Stop whining! Is someone dead around here? And even if he is 
no weeping in this house, 1 tell you! 

[She tries very hastily to wipe her tears with the end of her sari and as she 
does so, the intense-burner tilts and the coals fall on her foot. She sits 
clown, clutching the burning flesh, holding her foot. She's in teirible 
pain. Sakharam quickly kicks the coals away.] 

saknaram Good! I hope these coals roast your feet—roast them, 
nice and brown. I don’t feel a bit sorry. 

[SAe is in agony. She gets up despite the pain, picks up the incense- 
burner and begins to put the. coals back into it.] 

Must pay the price for being careless so that you don't repeat the 
mistake. Can t you hold a thing straight? Impossible creatures! 
You have to kick them and clout them. That’s the only way they 
can keep their minds on their work. Give me those coals. And go 
in and put something on that foot of yours. Or else go to hell! 

[He carries the coals to the chilum. She goes in, sits by the stove, i 
caressing her foot in an attempt to relieve the pain. Sakharam gets the 
chilum ready.] 6 

Dawood hasn't turned up yet. God knows where he's got to! 

[She is sitting by the stove, blowing her breath again and again on her 
Joot Outside Sakharam u blowing on the coals to bring them alive 
Takes a puff.] * 

Bam-Bhole. That’s it! 

1 -axmi [caressing her foot, eyes turned down, and in a despairing 
tone] Why do you look at me like that? What am I worth round 

hurl Kl £e t- a OK ^ JUSt 3 CaSt '° ff WifC - Wh ° CareS if f<>0' 
burns black.- What are you staring at? Aren't you ashamed of 

youi self? Go away. Don’t dare show me your black face again 

Goon - get out. Oooh.... Goon, go, or else I’ll hit you ... you.... 

[The stage gets darker.] 


SCENE V 

A very dim light in the kitchen, like a wick burning. The outer room is in 
complete darkness. Only the voices are audible. 


sakharam. Hey! there, get up. Come on, get up. Are you going to 
get up or ...? I’ll hit you now if you don’t get up. Get up, 1 said! 
i .axmi [in a sleepy tone]. What is it? I’ll get up later. 

SAKHARAM. No. Now! 
i.axmi . Oh, God! What is it? It’s night yet. 
sakharam. That’s why I’m waking you up. 
i.axmi. What? 

sakharam. Laugh. . . . Laugh like you did. . . . 

i.axmi. What? [Drowsily] . . . It’s night yet. . . . 

sakharam. First laugh. . . . Laugh like you did. . . . 

i.axmi. What do you mean? Like what? God, I’m so sleepy! 

Haven’t slept at all two whole nights. 
sakharam. Sleep later. Laugh First. Laugh . . . the way you 
laughed when the ant was crawling on you. 

[A pause.] 

Laugh. . . . Come on. 

i.axmi. Later on, please! Oh, God, my foot! Oh! 
sakharam. Then why don’t you laugh? Go on, laugh. Laugh. 
i.axmi. 1 can’t! 

sakharam. You laugh for the ant. But you won’t laugh when 1 
ask you to. I’ll twist that foot of yours, you get me? Now sit up. 
You’re not to sleep. Wake up. 
i.axmi. Honestly, I can’t. Let me sleep. 

sakharam. No, you can sleep later. Get up and laugh. Laugh or 
I’ll choke the life out of you. Laugh! Laugh! Go on, laugh! 

[At first iMxmiforces herself to laugh. Then she laughs spontaneously, 
as she did in the evening. Then Sakharam's laughter is heard. Both 
continue to laugh together. Then the laughter stops. Silence.] 

i.axmi. Oh, God. I’m so tired. I can’t laugh any more. Please let 
me sleep. My foot is throbbing. 

sakharam. Where? Let me see. Look, I’m warning you. If you’re 
clumsy again. I’ll break that leg of yours. All you women, you’re 
a worthless lot! 

[Complete darkness.] 


SCENE VI 

The lights come on. Ijixmi is busy getting things ready in the kitchen. 
Outside, a shout: ‘Mangalmurti Morya. . . . Shout , covie on. Hey, you 
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kids, shout! Mangalmurti. ...'This is Sakharam’., voice. The children 
shout m unuow: Morya!’ Sakharam brings in an image o/Ga n pa ti; he is 
/allowed by Dawood, who is playing the cymbals. Both are in high spirits. 

sakharam [at the door]. Mangalmurti. . . . 
dawood, Moryal 

[Leixmi hurries out to usher them in with the whole paraphernalia of 

i uja. he l u ,a is over. Sakharam places the image at centre of the 
usual kind oj setting.] J 

sakharam. Be seated, Mangalmurti. I don’t know about my 
ancestors, but this is the first time you have found your way into 
my house Relax. Eat, drink and be merry. You have your mouse 
with you for company, all ready to pounce on. . . . 
i-AXMi. You shouldn’t talk like that! 

sakharam Why not? Dawood, did I say anything wrong? You tell 
me. Did I refer to his paunch? Or make fun of his tusks? Did I 
even mention his trunk? Tell me. 
i-AXMi. Please, that’s enough. 

sakharam. No, first tell me if I said anything wrong, Dawood! 
dawood. Forget it. Don’t say such things, if you’re not supposed 
to. Mangalmurti is a god. He’ll understand. 
sakharam. No but why must she start ragging me the minute I 
step into the house? I go and do something I’ve never done 
before. I go and bring Ganpati home. . 

dawood. Forget it, Sakharam. Let’s talk about the prasad I’ve to 
go to work. 

things NolX>dy ’ S W leave before the mrli ■ 111 ju« g<> and get the 
f Goes in. ] 

dawood. I’ll wait. Might as well stay on the right side of all the 
gods. I here's no telling which of them will get annoyed with you 
and start doing you harm. 

sakharam. If you’re clean and straight, Dawood, there’s not a 
god in this world who can do you any harm. 
n.\uooi). But. Sakharam, I am not clean and straight. When 
you re alive and kicking it’s so damned hard to remember that 
last reckoning with God. You pile up new sins every day. 
sakharam. 1 hat’s here in the lower court—among men. Daw<x>d, 
they recognize only one sin in God’s court. That’s falsehood. It is 
the worst possible sin. And the sentence for falsehood is a noose 
round your neck. Who put bones and flesh together in this 
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body? And who sent it here? God. You think he doesn’t know 
about the body and its itch? Remember, what happened every 
time God came to earth in human form? Just think of Krishna, 
Dawood Miyan. 

[Imx mi comes out with the aarti.J 

i .axm i [to Sakharam]. Here, l ake this. 

[Sakharam lakes the aarti things from her. She lights the lamp. Dawood 
helps.] 

Please move away, Dawood Miyan. 

[Dawood Miyan moves away.] 

[To Sakharam] All right. You can start now. 
sakharam. Dawood, come on, sing with me, Sukhakarta Dukha- 
harta varta vighnachi — 

| Dawood begins to accompany him on the cymbals. Both begin to chant 
the aarti in loud voices. Laxmi moves away in disapproval.] 

i ax mi [signalling to Dawood]. Not you! 

[He is silent.] 

sakharam [stopping in mid-chant]. What’s happened? Come on, 
Dawood . . . varta vighnachi. nurvi purvi prem kripa jayachi ■— 

[Dawood u silent .] 

sakharam. Come on, Dawood. open your mouth. Sing! Why did 
you stop? Sarvangi sun dura — 

f Dawood’s eyes are fixed on Laxmi.] 

What’s happened? Why aren't vou singing aarti ? 

I Dawood is silent.] 

Tell me, why not? 

| Dawood looks furtively at Lnxmi. j 

Were you told not to? 

[Dawood is silent.] 

Who told you? 

f Turns to Dixini.] 
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1 see. Why shouldn’t Dawood sing aarti ? 
laxmi. Because—he’s a Muslim, isn’t he? 

sudd ™ l y flings the. aarti things down. Dawood and Laxrn 
ooth look scared .] 

SAKHARAM. Who dares stop Dawood singing the aartP 
dawood. Never mind, Sakharam 

?avm? R h M '' Y °K U / h , Ut Up ' [T ° Wh y shouldn't he sing it? 

l-AXMi. Hes a Muslim—and we—we’re Hindus. 

[Sahharam slaps her hard. She lifts her hand to her face in pain.} 
sakharam. Say it again! 

i.axmi. What's wrong with what I said? How can a Muslim join in 
a prayer to Ganpati ? ‘ |S 

sakharam. Why not? If I can join in, why can’t he? 

[Sakharam hits her again and again.] 

dawood. Sakharam, let her go. 

[Sakharam takes a belt off the peg.) 

sakharam [to Laxmi). Say it again. Just say it again! 

[Straightens up, her body convulsed with pain.) 

' ran*, , I m T ly Spe l kin « the truth ' A Musli "> singing an aarti to 
Ganpati and in my house— 

[Sakharam lashes at her with the belt.) 

dawood. Sakharam! 

I-axmi [straightens up. her body is still twisted in pain]. If you want to 

beat me, beat me inside. Not in front of God! He's only come to 
the house today. 7j 

dawood. Sakharam, listen to me! 

7: ;*?' [c fl nsUiers nprighl and quivering stance a challenge}. I 

All right. Come in. I’ll fix you. * ; 

[SAc turns and goes in. Sakharam follows with the hell. DawooM 
remains where he is. From within the dark kitchen the sound of blow 1 
upon blow. Laxmi s agonised moans, but no whining. Dawood. unable 
to bear it, goes out. The beating continues. The lights fade out.] | 

SCENE VII 

lhe ll ? hts *! e ? n to come on > there is no sign of Sakharam. Laxmi's ' 
moans are heard in the kitchen. Somehow she mAnages to get up. Still | 
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moaning, she limps towards the God. She picks up the aarti things lying on 
the floor. She lights the wick, and sits infront of the image. Then she gets up 
and manages to drag herself back. She lies doum for a while. 

sakharam [outside]. Says a Muslim can’t join in an aarti. He won’t 
do! Dawood, you’re a real friend. All right, you can go now. 
Come for the aarti tomorrow. I’ll see how that bloody woman 
stops you! 

[Stumbles in. He’s drunk. Muttering to himself, he goes to the peg and 
hangs his jacket and shirt on it. Notices the belt there. Then looks at the 
image of Ganpati.] 

sakharam. No. You’re not to blame. Not to blame at all. 

[Approaches the God. Looks for the aarti things. Finds a matchstick 
and lights the aarti lamp, using a wick from the larger oil-lamp. 
Somehow he manages to balance it all in his hand.) 

Forgive me. I’m drunk today. 

[Begins to sing the aarti in a dissonant voice. His face is bloated.) 
[The stage darkens.) 


SCENE VIII 

The light of the oil-lamp in the outer room. The kitchen is dark. A 
conversation can be heard. 

sakharam. Now laugh. Are you going to laugh or not? 

i .axm i [moaning). No. 

sakharam. Are you or aren’t you? 

laxmi. My whole body is throbbing with pain. Such gnawing 
pain. [Moans) You’d think my flesh was on fire. 
sakharam. So what? You have to laugh. You hear me? My orders 
must be obeyed in this house. What I say, goes. Are you going to 
laugh or shall I throw you out? Shall I? Come on, get up. 
laxmi. Let me go. Oh, God! Oh, my God! 
sakharam. I won’t let you go till you laugh. 
laxmi. I’ll die! 

sakharam. Laugh, and then die! 

[Laxmi continues to moan.) 

sakharam. Laugh! Laugh this minute. Or I’ll twist your arm. 1 
will. I’ll get the belt. Laugh. 
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[Laughs.) 

Laugh like that. Now. This very minute. You hear me? 

| [Uixmi tries to laugh. Her laughter is punctuated with agonized 
moans. The laughter becomes louder. It. continues. One might think she 
was being tickled, and rather violently. And to add to it, there is 
Sakharam s intoxicated laughter. The oil-lamp in the outer room dies 
down. Darkness. The mridanga beats begin.) 


SCENE IX 

The mridanga continues for some time. The lights come on. Sakharam is 
beating the drum in a trance. Laxmi comes in with the water-pots , and 
fames them with a lot of effort to the kitchen. Supporting herself against 

something, she tries to catch her breath. 

sakharam [shouts ]. Make a cup of tea. Quick! 

[Irixmi is still out of breath in the kitchen. J 

|.VAoiUv] Can’t you say yes? Something sticking in your throat? I 
want my tea at once! 

[iMxmi goes to the stove.) 

i axmi I grumbling). I'm getting it. Wait. I almost died bringing the 

water in. You think I 'm made ol stone? When I’m dead, you'll be 
tree of me. 

sakharam [gels up and comes to the kitchen). What did you say> 

laxmi. I’ve put the water on to boil. 

sakharam. First repeat to me what you said just now. 

[ l vixin i watches the wale;' boding.) 

Why don’t you repeat what you said? Go on! 
i. a x m i [suddenly bursts out). You think I am afraid to tell you? How 
much more can a person bear? It’s a year now since I entered this 
house. I haven’t had a single day’s rest. Whether I’m sick or 
whether it’s a festal day. Nothing but work, work; work all the 
time. You torture me the whole day, you torture me at night I’ll 
drop dead one of these days and that will be the end. 
sakharam. What if you do? I’ll perform your last rites. Who came 
to help you when your husband threw you out? I brought you 
here. Gave you food, clothes and a roof over your head. Mind 
you, I don t have money to throw away. 
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i a xml I'd have gone where my feet took me. Or else l d have 
jumped into the river. Did I come to your door begging you to 
take me in? If I’d drowned myself in the river, that at least would 
have been the end of all my troubles. 
sakharam. You can still go there and drown yourself for all 1 
care. You’ve just come from the river. You go there every day, 
don’t you? What’s there to stop you? 
i..\x mi. My life’s not that worthless. You think my mother carried 
me in her womb for nine whole months just to have me kill 
myself in a breath? Maybe I’m homeless now, but I come from a 
good family. My father used to be a Munsif. 
sakharam. Munsif be damned! Once a woman is thrown over, 
nobody calls her respectable. Remember that. I at least took you 
in. 

laxmi . I. at least, stayed on. Another woman would have walked 
out. 

sakharam. There were six who stayed. Six in all. You’re the 
seventh. 

laxmi. But if just one of them had lived here in comfort, why 
would you have brought me? 
sakharam. You mean to say 1 needed you? 
laxmi. You think you were doing me a favour? 
sakharam. Leave that tea and just get the hell out of here! 

[Ijoxmi pours the tea in a cup.) 

Get out, this very minute, out. 
laxmi. I will. Drink your tea. 

[Pushes the tea forward.) 

sakharam. So, a year’s stay has gone to your head, eh? 

[.Sits cross-legged to drink his tea.) 

Go. Get out of here. Don’t show me your face again. 
laxmi. I won’t, you’ll see. I’ve got a nephew in Amalner. I’ll go 
there. 

sakharam. Just make yourself scarce. 
laxmi [absorbed in her work). I will when I want to. 
sakharam. What the bloody hell! Such damned airs! 
laxmi. A dead hen doesn’t fear the fire! Nothing more terrible 
can happen to me now. I’ve been through everything in this 
house. The whole world knows what goes on here. Even the 
children talk. 
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sakharam {finishing his tea). What do they say' 

1.AXMI. Why don't you listen if you're so interested? 

s xr th ^ pay any heed to brais and what they say Hui 

' the'end? hy Sh ° U ' d ‘ S °‘° Ul my mouth? J us ' ><>Ket beaten i.t 

* your mistakes" d ° n '‘ *'* f<>r n °' h " , «' Y<>u sh<)uld ad ""' 

i axmi. I do. My coining here was itself a mistake 
•SAKHARAM. You just be careful about what vou say or else 
x m i. More beatings in store for me! Isn't that so? In any case 

wL^else ,S doTgefherer With ^ ^^ 

sakharam. Laxmi. I'm warning you. Don't provoke me 

(hmes oZ: e T rd a W ° rd here ' A ‘ Ways tackinRorder,, 
w/e ; I hreaten.ng to throw me out. Kicks and blows 

[wp s hernesmth the end of the sari.) There I was in agony after 
^ en ^» e,ted : dnd all you wanted me to do was laugh. Laugh 
and laugh again. Here I ant on the point of death and IY 11 

r^iu a V Kh ' HC " mU5t be a beuer P‘ace than this 
[Whimpers] II I die. I II be tree of this once and for all 

“ was I.Te ' 1 Kh ‘ f a he S ‘ ar ‘ '' d Wamcd y° u ' I d 'old you what I 
£ , -- b.de anything. I ,„ld you <,ui,e plainly, again 

again. Stay if you re ready to put up with all this, or else go 
your way. Were you deaf then? You had feet. You could have 

that I don ri ? ' b f en drinkin K less 'hi* year? Eh? No, 

at don t drink now and then but isn’t it much less? Tell me 

Last month I had ganja just twice. And don’t I do my fmia 

properly:' (,o on, tell me. I bathe every morning, and then I sit 

ere o r my/>M;a . Don’t I? Answer me or I’ll break your jaw Tell 

me> wT V WCar u dean d ° theS nowada y s? Wh Y don’t you answer 
nit • What are these ears for? 

1.AXMI [sarcastically). I’m much obliged* 

"waluidoj i ! had six K be,ore y<>»' ‘ disowned my own father. I 
(V Did,,', I? y ° ne ° Ver ,ne ' Bu ‘ 1 did lis 'en to you, didn't " 

I.AXM, And you beat me in return. And cursed meand tortured me. 

and Krk 1 T Wha ‘ d ‘ d y<>U ex P et ‘ me "> do? Be vour slave 
and lick vour feet? 

[.axmi. You'll know that once I'm gone. 

“T 1 he n Why d0n t yOU K° ? When y° u re forced to lead a 
(log s life, you 11 come to your senses 
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j.axmi. Is my life any different now? 

hAKHARAM. From a dog’s? You mean you don’t feel the difference 
in this house? Then get out. Clear out at once. Come on. 

[Pulls her up from near the stove, drags her to the door, pushes her out, 
and comes in as if he has washed his hands of her.} 

Don’t you dare step into this house again or I’ll kill you. I don’t 
mind going to the gallows for killing an ungrateful wretch like 
you. 

[Shuts the front door. \ 

Go! Good riddance! 

[Sits down, smouldering. No movement outside.] 

Don’t you ever come in again, just go your way. Go, find 
someone who’ll feed you and put up with all your queenly airs. 
Go and live with him. Where you are concerned, I am dead. 
Damn you, you wretch! And I’m supposed to be the villain. 
That's the reward I get for giving you a roof over your head. I 
call that a bloody joke! 

[Paces up and down. Knocking at the door.] 

Go! As far as I’m concerned, you’re dead and gone. I won’t take 
you back. Get out! 

da wood. Sakharam. Hey, Sakharam! 
sakharam. Dawood? Is that you? 

[Goes to the door, is about to open it, then slops .) 

Dawood, you’re alone out there, aren’t you? 
dawood. Of course I’m alone. 

sakharam. That ungrateful bitch has gone, I hope? 
dawood. Will you open the door first? 

[Sakharam opens the door. Dawood enters.} 

What sort of tanuisha is this? 

\lMxmi comes in from behind him and starts walking towards the 
kitchen. J 

sakharam [.sViowt.v], You dare come back here again, you? 
dawood. Whv don’t vou let her be? 

sakharam. Now why have you come back? Who wants you here? 
[Ijaxmi goes to the kitchen and sets about her chores.] 
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I don't need anybody. I ll live alone. And if yon have it in you 
you can always bring in women by the dozen. It’s not as if she's 
go, a special one made of gold while every other woman’s is just a 
brass one . I ll knock her teeth in, every single one of them. 
oawood. Why do you get So worked up every now and then* 

1 ake it easy. It s always like this between a man and a woman 
sakharam. I ve never put up with even a word from anybody anti 
here s this mggltng bit of cast-off woman trying to lord over me 
Forget it. 111 beat the life out of her. Sit down. I’ll go and get the 
coals. h $ 

[Goes in with the incense-burner.] 

I want coals. 
i.axmi. Help yourself. 

■iakharam. I said I want burning coals. 

.axmi. I thought you said you don’t need anybody! Then why 
don t you help yourself? 7 ^ 

iAKHARAM f between clenched teeth]. Coals! 

AXMI. Alt! I a slut? A bitch? A niggling bit of a cast-off woman? 1 
1 hen beat me? Why re you waiting! Go ahead and beat the life 
out of me. Burn me altve. There’s nobody I can call mv own So I 
my life is worth nothing. 

[Sakharam controls himself with great effort. Somehow he manages to ‘ 
help himself to the coals, and joins Dawood Silently he prepares the 

nlZZ e rl CO f ng ' She hn *** no,o and 1 

again. Darkness, rhe mndanga beats begin.] 


SCENE X 


he mndanga is being played a t a faster temp,,. A dim light in boll, the 
umis.Uwm is lying on her rags i„ the kitchen. Sakharam sits in the outer 
■om beating the mndanga furimtsly. He is like some wild spirit of the 
ghl. r ■' 


tier [of], annoyed |. Hey you! Stop that noise, wi 
lour to choose lor this racket! 
voihkr [off]. Hey! 


you? What an 


[Sakharam goes on playing the mridanga numbly. Then suddenly he 
slops, gets up and goes in. Comes to a halt try the sleeping Uixmi.) 
kharam. Vou awake? 
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[No ansv'rr.] 

Aie you awake or are you sleeping? 
f No answer.] 

The bitch, she won’t answer me, eh? Get up. Listen to me! [Pulls 
the rags from under her and makes her sit.] Now listen! I was wrong. 
I’m short-tempered. But you always rub me the wrong way with 
all the things you say and do. Isn't that right? I ell me. I haven’t 
been drinking so much this last year. I do iny puja regularly, 
don’t I? You mean to say all this is nothing? 

[She is sitting there with her sari covering hn face.] 

I had six before you, but I refused to put up with any nonsense 
from them. I kept them. They worked for me. I told them to 
go—they went. You are different. Still waters run deep, they say. 
Not just deep. They’re damned dangerous. Am I wrong? f ell 
me. You daren’t say I’m wrong. Pretending to be asleep, are you? 
You’ve had enough sleep. Now listen. Are you listening? Say yes; 
say yes this very minute; say it. 
i.axmi [in a sleepy voice]. Yes. 

sakharam. You’ve b£en a lot of trouble to me, this whole year. I 
tormented you, too. But I’m fed up now. And you’ve had 
enough. Isn’t that right? Say, yes. 
i.axmi [m the same tone]. Yes. 

sakharam. You can’t really cope with me any more. And I can’t 
cope with your sort of nature. The blood goes to my head. 1 feel 
it bursting. 
i.axmi [sleepily]. Yes. 

sakharam. What do you mean, ‘yes’? I sometimes feel I’ll go mad 
with your. . . . 
i.axmi. Yes. 

sakharam. Stop your yessing. Knough is enough. We’re not 
married. There’s nothing to bind us. We don’t need to remain 
tied to each other. You can go your way. 1 can go mine. You don’t 
owe me anything. I owe you nothing either. Let’s be free of each 
other. Didn’t you say you had a nephew in Amalner? Go to him 
tomorrow. I’ll buy your ticket. I’ll give you a sari and a choli. All 
good and proper. You can take away everything you brought 
with you. And also what you're wearing now and Some money 
that I’m going to give you. Don’t want you to say later that 1 
didn’t treat you well. Go in peace. I don’t blame you for anything 
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that's happened. Rut it s best to break it up now. You tindj 
stand? Don’t you? 
i.axmi [faintly]. Yes. 

[Darkness. ] 

SCENE XI 

The lights come up. There’s a bun/lle near the door. Near it a small trunk 
A tired, swollen-eyed Laxmi is putting things in order in the kitchen 
Samaram is at the door. 

sakharam. Have you finished? Time we left. 
laxmi. I’ll just say my prayers and come. 

[She lights the little oil-lamp before the gods. Folds her hands in prayet 
and is about to leave. Suddenly remembers something and goes back | 
sakharam. Hurry up! 

[iMxmi comes out. Sakharam picks up the small trunk and the bundle. | 

laxmi. I’ll just tell the neighbours. Won’t look right if I leave 
without. ... 



[Goes out. Sakharam has put the trunk doum and is waiting Uixmi 
comes back. J 

sakharam. Is that all? 

laxmi. You must never sweep the house soon after someone 
eaves it. It brings you bad luck, they say. And ruin to the family. 
II .just sweep the place and then we can start. 
sakharam. But the train will leavel 

[leaxmi hurriedly sweeps the rooms .] 

Now hurry up! 

laxmi. Come. [Suddenly] Oh, I forgot one thing. 

[does in. Sakharam stands there helpless. I/ixmi comes out.] 
sakharam. What was that? 

laxmi. Id forgotten to put out sugar for the ants. I’m dad I 
remembered. 

[(*oe.s to the window. A crow is cawing outside.] 

I m off, Crowie dear. He used to come here every day. And he’d 
eat only when I fed him. Who’ll feed him now? 



hakharam . I’ll feed him but please hurry. 
i.axmi. My feet won’t stir. 
hakharam. That’s quite obvious. 

I.axmi [looking at the house]. I stayed here for a whole year. This 
house became my home. And now again [Lifts a comer of the sari to 
her mouth.] —It’s a bad thing to be so attached. 
sakharam [impatiently]. Then don’t be. Come along now. 

[Ixixmi bends doum to touch his feet. He quickly withdraws them.] 

What’s this? Why’re you doing that? 
i axmi. I won’t he seeing you again. The gods and the Brahmins 
had meant him for me. But he didn’t come to my lot. He couldn’t 
stand the sight of me. I came to this place. I made it my own. I 
gave it all I had. I kept nothing hack. 
sakharam. All right. All right. But let’s get going. 

[He herds the whimpering Laxmi out before him. He shuts the door and 
locks it. Both go away. The scene does not change for a Jew seconds. 
Then darkness descends.] 


SCENE XII 

1'he lights come up gradually. Dawood and Sakharam are high. 7 hey ve 
had their ganja. 

sakharam. There have been many women here, but this one left 
a mark before she went away. 

DAWtxin [muttering]. Yes, that happens. 

sakharam. But there was no point in continuing, just a lot of 
trouble for both of us. And a strain—especially for her. In any 
case she was tired out after all that hell her husband had given 
her. She was getting on in years, too. And you know what 1 am 
like. Everything said and done, there’s the body, the home of all 
our appetites. Try keeping them down—you can’t, impossible. 
So l decided, once and For all. No point in troubling her any 
further. She’ll stav with her nephew for the rest of her life and 
worship those gods of hers. 
dawood [/w a trance]. Good thing you did that! 
sakharam. You agree, don’t you? 

dawood. Yes, yes. Of late I’ve been thinking on the same lines 
and.... 

sakharam. What? 
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Ti “ e now for you to finish off this affair 
sakharam. Don’t call it an affair! 
da wood. All right then. 

[They pull at the chilutn in turn. They are in a trance.] 

[A little later.] 

da wood. Sakharam, what next? 
sakharam. Next? What do you mean? 
da wood. I mean a new one. 
sakharam. A new one? 

da wood. I mean, when are you going to gel a new bird? 

someth ” l lnkm . g] Eh? ° h y es . of course. Actually I did hear 

been sackfdTv^ A P°'} ce f ouzdar Chimkhada has just 

week or !o '1 h ' S Wife wi " leave him in “"oiher 

week or so. Nobody she can call her own. There’s just , 

,„T;:r ei ' or al1 y° u know ' something might happen m day 
DA Wood. Good! 

sakharam. I’ll be on the track from tomorrow 
dawood. Quite right. Here. Take a puff! 

[Both sit Still . Gradually the stage darkens.] 


CURTAIN 


ACT TWO 


SCENE I 

The same miter room and kitchen. A few days later. Evening. 

harm aram [ off]. Damnyou. What do you want? Bloody brats! You 
hear me? How many times have I told you? Get out, you hear! 
You think this is some kind of tamasha ? I’ll skin your backs if you 
don’t move on. 

| The door opens from outside. Sakharam enters, carrying a leather bag. 
He is followed fry a woman. This is Champa. She is younger than 
l/ixmi. slightly more plump and better built. Sakharam goes through 
the ritual of repeating for her benefit what he has said before to Laxmi. 
But (here is a difference.] 

Gome in. Have a good look around you. You’re going to live 
here now. Right? f Their eyes meet.] This house is like me. I won’t 
have you complaining later on. Yes, look carefully round the 
place. 11 you think it’s all right, put down your bundle. No... not 
vom bundle . . . it’s a bag. This is not a king’s palace. It’s 
Sakharam Binder’s house. And Sakharam Binder is not like your 
previous man. You’ll have to find out what he’s like. No free and 
easy wavs here, see? 

| She is looking around the house. At this point looks into his eyes. He is 
rendered speechless. ] 

\('.anting back to his .senses] Everything different here. I’m hot¬ 
headed. When 1 lose my temper, I beat the life out of people.\I’ve 
a foul mouth. There’s always a bidi or an oath on my lips. I’m hot 
rich but I manage. You’ll get two square meals. Twoiarw to start 
with, then one, every year. [Looking at her, he hesitates a little.] And 
not a fancy one at that. 1 like everything in order here. Won’t put 
up with slipshod ways. If you’re careless. I’ll show you the door. 
Don’t blame me then, you understand? I’m the master here. 1 
don’t care if outside they treat me like dirt. But a house must be 
like a home, you understand? 

[vS/ic is still looking around. The minute he addresses this query to her, 
she looks in his direction and nods. Smiles a little without cause. He is 
enraptured. Controls himself.] 


Champa. The house must be like dirt.No, no, like a home. 
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[As sh e says this , she smiles more distinctly. He smiles. She smiles He 
smiles again. Once again he collects himself.] 

' s fu K xrdow„ he w i^ here behind the house; the ^ i> 

[She wriggles a little .] 

Whafs the matter? The well dries up in summer. You'll have to 
etch water from the river. That's a mile away. When it rains, we 
have scorpions moving around. I won’t have you leaving the 
house except on work. If someone comes. 

[S/i<? turns to look at the door.] 

“T But if does come, you mustn't look 

up and talk. If it s a stranger, you’ll have to cover your head and 
answer him. If I’m not at home, don’t admit anyone 
chamfa. I he scorpion? 

.sakharam. Eh? [Regaining control, and in a stem mice.] No not 
him either. He bites. J 

champa. Sharp! Very sharp! 

SAKHARAM. I may be a rascal, a womanizer. 

t She is watching him, her little finger on her chin.] 

Not any more. But I may be a pauper. May be anything. I drink 1 
• • • but I must be respected in the house. 

f Dawood is standing in the doorway.] 

ha woon [ involuntarily ]. Wow! 

f Sakharam and Champa look confused.] 

[Sheepishly] Excuse me. 1. . . . 
sakharam. Oh, it’s all right! 

dawood. I've never seen anything like this before. That's why 
sakharam. What do you mean anything like this? Like whal> .< 
dawood. Now don t be embarrassed. But, Sakharam. 

[Wmks and makes an appreciative gesture with his thumb and 1 
forefinger. He whispers in his ear.] 

You are a lucky chap, aren't you? She belonged to another and i 
she just walked into your arms. I'm off. I’ll cotne later. 

[Looks once again at Champa and hurries away. Sakharam and 
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Champa look at one another and laugh. Sakharam is infatuated with 
her body.] 

sakharam [making a feeble attempt to regain control]. You like the 
house? 

champa. No. Our house was much bigger. Besides it was new. 
sakharam. Well, this is not. So. . . . 
champa. Looks too old to me. 

sakharam [now in control]. If you don’t like it, you can go out. 
miampa. Why? Is there another house outside? 
sakharam. No. This is all there is. And it’s not a king’s palace. It’s 
Sakharam Binder’s house. 
champa. Sakharam Binder? Who’s he? 
sakharam [slightly confused]. Me! 

champa. Oh, I see! I thought it was someone else. Really I did! 
sakharam [again tries hard to free himself of the lure of her body]. If 
you want to go ... I mean stay ... you can go into the kitchen and 
see about the tea, you’ll find the milk near the stove. And one last 
thing, you’re going to be a wife to me. 
champa. I’m famished. Is there anything to eat? 
sakharam. You’ll find something in the kitchen. 
champa [sits down]. Then why don’t you go and have a look? 
sakharam [confused], In this house, the woman must behave 
properly. She must treat me with due respect. 
champa. Yes. Go and see if there’s anything to eat. There’s been 
nothing in this belly since yesterday. Just that guava I picked up 
as I left the house. That’s all. 

sakharam [ forcing himself to take his eyes off her body]. While you’re 
staying with me, you don’t need to be scared of anybody. 
Sakharam Binder is here to deal. . . . 
champa. Scared? Who, me? And scared of whom? My husband? 
[Spits] What can he do to me? If I’d stayed with him longer. I’d 
have shown that corpse what I can do! But I got fed up living 
with him. All he does is to drink and then he keeps on 
threatening to kill himself. You think he’d have the guts to do it, 
that ninny? Why don’t you give me something to eat? 
sakharam [hesitates and then goes in]. Yes. 

[Begins to look around in the kitchen. Champa fiddles with the 
mridanga.] 

champa. Looks like you play the dholki. 

sakharam from the kitchen]. Not the dholki\ I play the mridanga. 
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champa. Same thing. They both look the same, anyway. But let 
me tell you about that clownface husband of mine. He was a 
fouzdar , but even a thief wouldn’t have pissed on his face. They 
sacked him because a pistol was stolen from the station. That 
stupid clod, he didn’t even notice it had gone till the next 
morning. The way he drinks! 

[Sakharam, who is corning out with something to eat on a metal plate, is 
shocked by this.] 

sakharam. In this house the woman must always speak with 
restraint. I won t put up with bad language. 
champa. Right. [Begins to eat.] Just thinking about it makes my 
blood boil. He thought he could earn off me! His mother will 
have to drop a litter before he can make me do such things! 
[Finishes eating and licks her fingers. ] What does he take me for? 
That sort of a woman? Now make me a nice cup of tea, will you? 
sakharam. What? That’s a woman’s job. 
champa. Then call her. 

sakharam. I don’t mean a servant. 1 mean the woman of the 
house. 

CHAMPA. You mean me? But I’ve never made tea in all my life. 

SAKHARAM. Never? 

champa. I hat s right. In my husband’s house my mother-in-law 
used to make it and, at home, my old man used to make the tea 
and cook the food. And mother used to sit in the tobacco shop. 
We did good business. Oh, yes! And we used to sell liquor too. 
That’s where I met this dead duck, my husband. He came to raid 
the place and he raided something else instead. Then he kept 
dropping in. He kept on saying, ‘Marry me, marry me.’ So I did. 
How was I to know that he was such a son of a bitch! Sony. 1 
won’t talk like that. I’ll remember not to. But do something 
about the tea, will you? I have to have tea when I’m eating. 

[Sakharam doesn t know what to do. His eyes rove over her body, fust 
then Dawood peeps in.] 

sakharam. Dawood, come here. [Takes him aside.] 

You think you could make tea? 

da w(X)D. Of course, why not? For a peach like this, anything. , .. 
Oh, sorry! 

[He runs into the kitchen. Fishes out the tea-pot and puts it on the fire. 
His eyes dart in the direction of the other room.] 


Act Two 


159 


sakharam [rememberingsomething]. The one who was here before 
you, the seventh, only a few days back she. . . . 
champa. Poor thing, how? 

sakharam. I don’t mean she died! I packed her off. 1 only keep a 
woman here as long as I need her. .She has to carry out all the 
duties of a wife. When one of the two or both feel, ‘Now, we’ve 
had enough of this, ’ we part. I buy her her ticket and 1 give her a 
A an and a choli. She can take away the things that she may have 
been given here. 

champa. 1 don’t want to leave just yet. 

sakharam [cannot control himself]. And 1 don’t want to send you 
away either. 

[Both of them look foolishly at each other and then laugh, first she and 
then Sakharam.] 

| Controlling himself with some effort] But you ve got to live 
according to the rules here. 
champa [calling]. Dawood! 

[Dawood comes running out.] 

| To Dawood] Be a pet and go get me a nice pan. With tobacco, if 
vou don’t mind. 

dawood [drooling]. Eh? Yes. ... Oh yes ... . I’ll fetch it. I’ll get it. 
I’ll come. ... 

[Tears out of the room.] 

sakharam. Hey! 

[Dawood reluctantly stops. | 

Don’t run around like a nitwit. Here. Fake this money and get 
two pans. And what have you done about the tea? 
dawood. It’s almost ready. I’ll be back. . . 

[Glances at Champa and runs off.] 

champa. He’s nice! 

[Sakharam feels a txi’inge of jealousy. lie has followed Dawood to the 
door. Now. he casually shuts the door. Champa and Sakharam smile at 
each other without cause. Sakharam is sloioly beginning to lose control 
of himself. 1 

sakharam [coming near Champa], Of course he’s nice. 
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[They are now very dose to each other. Sakharam puts his hand on heft 
i l " u ' ( ' er - ^ knock at the door. Dawood's voice is heard. ‘Sakharnm \ 
bhaiya, open the door .’ Sakharam comes to his senses and hastily opens ' 
the door.] - A I 

DA WOOD [coming in]. Door already shut, eh? 

[Gives a pan to Champa. She smiles bewitchingly at him. Dawood runs 
into the kitchen and begins to pour out tea.] 

CHAMPA J following Dauiood with her eyes]. He’s nice! 
sakharam. Yes. But in this house, I won't allow too much talking 
to sti angers. I said so at the start. It’s a very important point, 
Champa. Right, right. [Opening her suitcase] ] must change nn 
clothes. " y| 

\Shr begins to take out her sari and is about to change.] 

sakharam. Not here. Do all that in the kitchen when Dawootl 
comes out. 

champa. What's there to he so shy about, if I’m going to stay here? 

[Moves away a bit and starts changing her sari. Dawood comes out 
with two cups of tea. He sees Champa, bites his tongue and pretends he 
hasn't seen her .] 

dawood. Sakharam,. I’ve brought the tea. 

[Sakharam recovers a little. Again and again Dawood keeps glancing 
at her and pretending not to notice. She is totally unmindful of all //itv.j 

sakharam. Dawood, from now on I'll come to your shop. We’ll 
meet there. That'll be better. What? 
dawood [punctuating Sakharam's remarks with the following words 
while he himself is absorbed in watchmg Champa], Oh yes.... Quite.... 
Absolutely. . . . J And then, involuntarily] Wow! 
sakharam [now even more self-conscious]. What’s the matter? 
da wt n id. I err-i-t ic! ( Then, recollecting himself] Sakharam, I m of f. 

[Hesitates] I’ll . . . i’ll come hack later. 
sakharam. No, no, I'll conic to see you. 

dawood. Oh, all l ight. [Toiler] Hr . .. ah . . . now ... I’m off Your 
tea’s there. 

[Hurries away.] 

ch ampa [looking at his departing figure]. He's nice! 
sakharam l unable to control himself]. All right, all right. You’ve said 
that before. Now drink vour tea. 
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1 They both drink tea.] 

< 11 am pa 1 sipping her tea]. Very sweet! 

sakharam [losinghis temper]. There you go again. Very nice! Very 
sweet! 

champa. Isn’t the tea sweet? 

sakharam [grasping the point now]. Oh, you meant the tea! I 
thought you. ... 

champa [stuffs the pan into her mouth]. First-class! Fat yours. 

sakharam. I’d like you to give it to me. 

i hampa [easily]. All right. [Stuffs pan into his mouth.] Fat. God, am I 
sleepv! That mug face, he didn’t let me sleep for four days and 
four nights. ‘I’ll kill myself! I’ll kill myself!’ That’s what he says all 
the time. [Ymem.] I'll sleep for an hour or so. 

sakharam. Blit it’s still day! 

champa. So what? Just remember to wake me when the food’s 
ready. Isn’t there a cot here? Or a mattress? 

SAKHARAM. No. 

( hampa. What kind of a home is this? 

sakharam. And you’ll have to make the food yourself. That’s a 
woman’s job, and women must do their own jobs. That is the rule 
around here. 

champa. Rule! Is this a school or a court or something? 

sakharam. A rule is a rule. If you don’t like it, out you go. 

champa ( loud yawn]. I’m so sleepy. 

(Picks up some rags from a corner of the room and begins to spread them 
out on the floor.] 

sakharam. Not here. Go in. Suppose somebody drops in? 
What’ll he say? 

< h ampa [taking the rags indoors]. He’ll say, ‘She’s sleeping.’ Sleep is 
not his father's property! 

[Spreads out her rags on the floor in the kitchen, ( '.urls up on them, with 
her hands under her head. Within a few seconds she \s asleep. Sakharam 
comes to the kitchen door and sees her. He paces about. Looks again and 
again at her sleeping form. He is fully roused again. 

A now begins to caw outside.] 

sakh aram [shoos off the crow with annoyance]. Hoosh— 

[ The crow continues to caw. Sakharam is really restless now. He shuts 
the front door. Comes to where she is. Flings his jacket away. Sits down. | 
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wake U p WVr d /you'“|« p lng" S up 

Vou son of a bitch you-— 
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bottle away and continues sitting silently. Sakharam stirs once. And then 
again. He is waking up. 

hakmaram. Hey. . . . [Again after a pause.) Hey, where’s all this 
glare coming from? [Pause.] Damn it, not again! 

[ Tries to draw the bed cover over his face, but can’t manage it. The man 
in the comer is watching all this with great interest.) 

[Again] Can’t you hear me? 

[No answer. He is awake now, though his eyes are still closed.) 

Are you a wall or something? Can’t you hear me? Shut the 
window, will you? 

[Sits up. He still cannot open his eyes.) 

Where is she? Where the hell has she gone to and so early? 

[Somehow opens his eyes. In front of him is the calm yet interested khaki- 
clad stranger.) 

f Screwing up his eyes] Who? Who’s that? 

[The stranger just about gives a nervous smile.) 

Who are you? How dare you walk in just like that? Where the 
hell is that woman? Why is the door open? 

[Hastily staggers up] The sun’s come up quite high. Champa! But 
who are you anyway? How come you walked straight in? [No 
answer.) What d’you want? You think this is some dhamishala or 
what? [AW he is fully awake.) Stand up. This very minute. Who’re 
you looking for? Out with it! 

[The stranger helplessly stands up. He shakes his head meaning 
Nobody' and smiles in an affectionate way.) 

Then why have you sneaked in here? [The man shakes his head 
again.) I’ll hand you over to the police. [Noticing something) But 
that’s what you are! A fouzdnr. What’s d fouzdar doing here? What 
do you take this Sakharam Binder for? A vagabond? Get out! 
Get out of here! Go out first and then talk. Out! Come on— 

1 1 he man is reluctant to move. Tries to sit down again .J 

No, you just keep standing. 

\Ile continues to stand looking carefully at him.) 
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You are— 

man [smiles nervously and half-folds his hands in a greeting ]. Champa # 
husband. They call me Fouzdar Shinde. I’ve been sacked. 
SAKHARAM. [losinghis temper ] So that’s what you are? How did you 
come here? Who let you in? And where’s Champa? Or have you 
done something to her? [The man shakes his head sorrowfullyJ 
Then where is she? Where has Champa gone? 
man [shrugging his shoulder]. I swear to God I don’t know. She 
wasn t here when I came. You were asleep. So I sat down. That's 
all. [Again half folds his hands in greeting .] Glad to meet you. 
SAKHARAM. What do you want here? Are you thinking of taking 
her back? Well, she’s not coming. 
man. But I’m not thinking of that. She’s better off here. As long as 
she’s happy. 

sakharam. Then why have you come? 
man. Just to see how she is. Couldn’t help myself. 
sakharam. You’re terribly attached to her. 
man. She’s my wife . . . even though she’s left me. 
sakharam. Where could she be? Wonder if she’s made the tea at 
least. 
man. No. 

sakharam. What do you mean? 
man. The tea isn’t ready. 
sakharam. How do you know? 
man. There’s no tea. 
sakharam How do you know that? 

man. [slightly scared ] I don’t know. I mean I wanted tea. I had a 
look in there. 

sakharam. You searched the house, did you? 
man. Just looking for some tea. 

sakharam. Get out of here! Get out or I’ll slit your throat! 

MAN. Please don’t shout. The neighbours will hear. 
sakharam. So what? That’s none of your business. 
man. I m Champa’s husband. Her honour is my honour. 
sakharam. She’s not your wife any longer. 
man. She’s my wife for life. That was decided up there. [Folds his 
hands in a namaskar to the heavens.] 
sakharam. She lives with me now. 
man. I know. That’s why I’ve come here. 
sakharam. She won’t come back to you. 
man. I don’t mind. So long as she’s happy. 
sakharam. She doesn’t care a bit for vou. 


man. Just my luck! 

sakharam. Then what do you want? Why are you here.' 
man [with a sad smile]. Just so. No reason. I miss her. 
sakharam. Shut up. She walked out on you. 
man. Yes. But what a woman! Buttocks this size.... Breasts so big 
.... Each. ... 

sakharam. I’ll break your jaw if you’re not careful. Get out of 
here this minute. That’s your own wife you're talking about, you 
swine! [Catches him by the neck and drags him to the door.] Now get 
out. 

man. My bag! [Comes in and sits down.] I II wait here. I 11 meet 
Champa; I really miss her. 

sakharam [helpless in the face of such shamelessness]. Damn! I he 
bastard, he won’t even let me wash my face. Just you wait till I 
have cleaned up, then I’ll show you, you damned. . . . 

[Coes to the kitchen. Rinses his mouth out of the window. Splashes some 
water on his face, meanwhile swearing at Champa. Then he walks to 
her husband. He is sitting there quietly, after having had another swig 
from the bottle. He smiles nervously at Sakharam, like an orphaned 
child. ] 

Will vou get out of here now? 

davvood [calls from mitside]. Sakharam! Sakharam! [Enters.] 
Where’s the bird? 

[Stops speaking as soon as he notices b ouzdar Shinde. (teslures to ask 
Sakharam who he is.] 

sakharam. The husband. Champa’s. 

dawood [ looking ]. Just what I thought. So, this is the bird’s cage. 

|To Shinde] Hullo! 

(The man smiles nervously.] 

davvood. If the bird conies, its cage is bound to follow. How can 
he live without her, Sakharam? 

sakharam. Don’t get taken in by his innocent looks. The damned 
rascal! You should have heard the filthy way he described his 
own wile. 

dawood. ReaIIv? What was he saying? 

sakharam. Never mind He won’t even go away, the swine. Just 
stuck here. 

dawood. He goes where the bird goes. [To Shinde] Mister, am I 
right or wrong? 
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[Champa's husband again smiles nervously.] 

“SS r° U mean '° te " me thal he ' 5 th “ *-<1 

filthy Zrml You 1 ? °"’ Up ' out si K ht - Yog 

'.awoo,,. Sakharam, this time it looks as though vou will M 

ar, und 1" ' b " d T‘ ^ ^ [S ° /tly] And d the bird’s no, 

around, why re you taking it out on the cage? Eh? Forget i" | 

[ H£r Pa ' S hmba ? d m0ther SW,g and cm “nu e s to sit there with 
that nervous smile on his face.] 

1 ™“ hl ” "mb »U«k 

1^2*Y'""' lVV ‘ iW ! "“ i .m hr. 

When did bere?^ ^** *"* 1 

sakharam. Came in while I was still asleep 

‘•'bn r ke him in? c: ° i " dnt y ° u *<* 

sakharam. I have no idea when he came here. When I woke un 
there he was. Alter that he just refused to go P ' 

< hami>a Refused to go, did he? Just let me see how' [AWt 

iTZahTwhZ d "'* WUPh ’ lh '" ,Wlr ] Wdl ' ><>"'f-xl! iv4 'Mm 

rha,zz z l n w r l r e , waul,in * ,hr ^ « 

)him ZuThl, T !’ kh U, ‘" d “PP al «WA„r„„ hack to 
, Ml , hmhan ' 1 aml “gam virhtmh hits him rich! mol left 
uith the < happal. Sakharam an,!Oammhhiihln ,it the ii„},t rh,„/L 

* h " n "" «■'-*/»/ o, jMtatoes mu! thSkirn uuL\ 

alive’And dlly 01 ' * h,w Vm " «**> » 'on wan, to sun 
you now eVCT <:, " SS I’""’ 1 1 hl,v « ,l<>, hing do with 

man | somehow stamen up ]. I ll go. I ll go, kill myself. Thafs wha. 
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I mamba. Yes, do that. Good riddance! But do it quick. 

j The man turns and starts towards the house again. Champa again 
heaves him out. lie falls flat. Gets up. She kicks him again.] 

miampa. Die! For God’s sake, die quick. 

Oawood. But, Champa, at this rate he might really die. 

miampa. Oh, no, he won’t. He’ll never die. But if he does, it’ll be 
such a good thing both for him and for me. 

[Moves forward and slams her fist into his face. Blood streams out of the 
comer of his mouth.] 

i . 

M an [staggers up and once again starts towards the house]. My bag, my 
bag. 

[Champa makes for him. Daiuood holds her back. Her husband 
stumbles to the wall where his bag is. He slumps down to the ground and 
rolls about on the floor.] 

Kill myself! I’ll kill myself! 

[Somehow pulls the bottle out of the bag and drinks from it.] 

miampa [ pounces on him and. kicks again]. Here . . . here’s another 
one, And another, you corpse. . . . 

[Sakharam pulls her back.] 

sakharam [to her.] What kind of a woman are you? Look, what 
you’ve done to him! He’s your husband. Haven’t you a heart? 

miampa. No, l don’t have a heart. He chewed it up raw long ago. 
[Pulls herself free .] He brought me from my mother even before 
I’d become a woman. He married me when I didn’t even know 
what marriage meant. He'd torture meat night. He branded me, 
and stuck needles into me and made me do awf ul, filthy things. I 
ran away. He brought me back and stuffed chilly powder into 
that god-awful place, where it hurts most. That bloody pimp! 
What’s left of niy heart now? He tore lumps out of it, lie did. He 
drank my blood. Get up, you pig. I’ll stuff some chilly powder 
into you now! 

[She strains forward. Sakharam seeks to restrain her. She tries to break 
free. She is like one possessed, so that Sakharam becomes aware of the 
strength in her.] 

sakharam. Dawood, take him away quick. Hurry. 


168 


S AKHARAM BIND t K 


[Dawood somehow drags her husband out. Champa watches them 
Spits in the direction of her husband.] 

chamba. Just you try and set foot here again! I’ll roll you in chilly 
powder, yes! [For some time, even after he is out of sight] You insect! 
You worm! [To Sakharam] Let go! There’s work to do. 

[Sakharam releases her. Champa goes straight in. Sakharam stares 
fixedly at her, a trifle scared. She starts on her chores in the kitchen, 
Dawood enters.] 

DAWOOI) [ !n a low i mice). Packed him off. My God, she did give it to 
hint. 1 he very thought of it scares the life out of me! Watch out, 
this bird is different from the others. God, what a woman! ! 

[Sakharam stands paralysed. The stage darkens ] 

SCENE III 

11 M ni £ ht A dim hght comes up in the kitchen. Champa is asleep on the 
floor. A shadow falls across her. It is Sakharam's. Hes watching the 
sleeping Champa. Goes out again to the other room. Paces about. Comes in 
again. He's restless. Bends doum to the sleeping Champa. Straightens up 
again. Unresolved. Sits doum beside her. He can't help himself 
Undecided. She turns over. He begins to pant. He cannot resist touching 
her. She reads immediately and sits up. 

champa [opening her eyes wide]. What is it? Who’s that? It’s you! 
Same thing on your mind again! I told you, didn’t I? Why won’t 
you understand? If I feel cut up, 1 can turn nasty. [Straightensher 
san.J I ake care not to rub me the wrong way. I don’t like it—all 
that man-woman stuff. 

[Sakharam is standing at a distance.] 

Go, go and sleep out there. 

sakharam. We made a deal. The woman I bring here has got to 

W '* e t0 me ‘ * ^ at vS f lxe d when I decide to keep her here 
1 here were seven and not one said no. 

champa. Maybe they were that sort. But not me. Now let me 
sleep. 

sakharam. You mean I can’t have what’s here in my own house! 
champa. I can’t do it! Now go out. Or I won’t sleep, I tell you. 

[Sakha ra m hesitates. ] 
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sakharam. Go to hell! 

[Goes out. Champa remains sitting. Sakharam takes a bottle down from 
a shelf and puts it to his mouth.] 

To hell with you! [Drinks some more. Then shouting hoarsely] Damn 
vou! 

[Opens the door and goes out into the darkness, (.hampa remains 
sitting in the kitchen. Still undetermined. Then suddenly she comes to a 
decision and gets up. Enters the outer room. Goes out. Drags Sakharam 
in by the wrist.] 

champa. Shut up. I’ll give it to you. All of it. Just hand me the 
bottle. 

|Sakharam stands still, xiuitching her.] 

Damn vou. where’s the bottle? Where’s the bottle? 

| He takes the bottle down from the shelf. She grabs it. | 

Now sit there. 

[She forces him down. Opens the bottle and gulps down the drink 
thirstily. lie gapes at her. The light is dim. Then darkness descends. 
Immediately afterwards a dim light comes up.] 

champa [in a drunken slur]. Just a few minutes more. I hen you 
can take me. Do what you like with me. . . . 

[Sakharam is speechless. Darkness.] 

SCENE IV 

The lights come up. The morning is well advanced. There's loud knocking 
at the door. Sakharam staggers up from beside Champa. They are sleeping 
in the kitchen. He gathers himself together and comes into the outer room. 
Opens the door. 

v< )i< a [off]- Aren't you coming, Sakliya? You’ll be late. Damn you, 
you know how long I’ve been knocking at the door? You were 
last asleep. 1 expect! 

sakharam [still drowsy ]. Coming. Just a minute. 

[Closes the door and comes into the kitchen , Looks at Champa, who is 
still fast asleep. Pretending to set her blanket right, he touches her 
gently. Goes aside and splashes some water on his face. Piuses out his 
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moidh. On hi v way to the outer room , darts a glance at her. Comes out 
humming, ruts on his shirt, jacket, cap and chappals, and leaves the 
house, (airefully closes the door behind him. For a while we see the 
motionless figure of Champa. She's asleep in the kitchen. Then the stage 
darkens. ] 

SCENE V 

The light comes up. It s midday. Champ,, is sitting by the stove. 'She is 
eating. Sakharam comes in from outside. Takes off his chappals mul 
hangs up his jacket and cap on the peg. 

sakharam. I’m hack! 

Champa (from inside]. So soon? Halfday at the Press today-? 

sakharam [comes in]. No. I thought I d come home early. Guess 
why? ' : 

CHAMPA. How’d 1 know? 

sakharam. Couldn’t fix mv mind on work. 

champa. 1 hat's not right! 

sakharam. But it’s true. [Approaches her.] Listen— 

‘ h t 'e" V MoVe ° ,f - , c ' me cal - Have »'< had my baili yet. I got up 

sakharam. Last night . . . was great fun. 

[('.hampa eats in silence .] 

ch vmpa. Don’t remember a thing. 
sakharam. Rot! 
champa. I’m not lying. 

.sakharam. It was great fun. All day I could think of nothing else 
• s <> 1 came home. 

(.hampa, (»o. Sit out there. Let me eat. 
sakharam. No. 
champa. Later. 
sakharam. No, ‘it’ first. 

\He shows her the bottle he has been hiding behind his back.] 

< h a m pa. Let me eat. 

SAKHARAM. No. 

[I folds her hand. She snatches it away with unexpected force.] 

Such airs! 
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champa. I’m warning you. Don’t trouble me when I’m eating. 
sakharam. In this house what I say goes, see? You’ve got to do 
what I say. 

[Champa continues to eat.] 

My orders have to be obeyed. I can turn nasty otherwise. I’ll 
thrash the life out of you. There’s no stopping me. 
champa. You’re telling me! 
sakharam. You’re nothing special. I want you. 
champa. Go out there. I’ve work to do. 
sakharam [taking her hand]. Champa! 

champa [without trying to free her hand but in a tone of voice which is 
strangely enough, very understanding]. Listen to me. Don’t trouble 
me so. 

[Sakharam lets go her hand and goes to the outer room and paces about 
in chagrin.] 

sakharam [shouting]. You’ll he driven out of here. That 11 put 
some sense into your head. You’ll have to live like a hitch then. 
Sleep with every fellow you meet. Yes, sleep with all of them! 

[Champa is still eating, but now even she is restless. A short pause. 
Champa stops eating and just sits there in front of her plate. Then in a 
fit of explosive fuiy she hurls her plate away. The plate whirls and 
clatters loudly to a rest. Outside Sakharam stands still, startled by this 
sound. The noise stops. Champa gets up. Washes her hands and then 
wipes them on her sari. Ticks up her plate and collects all the food 
leavings. Tuts it all by the washing place. Comes out.] 

champa [goes to Sakharam]. Come on. Get me the bottle. 

[For a moment Sakharam stares at the vicious expression on her face.] 

You heard me? Get me the bottle. 

[Sakharam silently hands it over. Clenching her teeth, she uncorks the 
bottle; then dlinks.] 

Here, you have some, too. Go on, drink. 

[Forces it to his lips. Then drinks herself, laughing hysterically.] 

( hampa. You’ll have your fun.... Wait. I’ll give it to you. [Keeps on 
drinking and making him drink. Ixiughs uncontrollably.] Fun tor 
anyone who comes along. A dog. A corpse even. . . 
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^ am,slamk Miu ' alch “ 

Who'S that? Da wood? Come. You want to have fun? Have it 
take— 1 y ° U C ° rpSe ' C<>mC ' VVh y don t y»u come here? Come,' 

[Da WO od stares at her. dumbfounded. Sakharam stands there stupefied 

nuTf/Ll:^ a ™ r T“ HtCh - ^ ku * hm * a 

Laugh. Her clothes are in disarray. Darkness.) 

SCENE VI 

The lights come up.lt is dark outside. The light from a .street lamp finds its 

d rk ForTTt ^ WMm ' *■"*■*» elseUu pitch 

'Zuerings <Sampa's jomt moans are heard. Htdf-cJM 

Who's there? Come, have fun. You corpse eet .wav 
you . . . [Drunken laughter, followed by moans.] I want a drink 
drink . want a drink . want a drink. . . . | laughter. Morins'] 

[Darkness.] 

SCENE VII 

vllwm m Z U h! Ct f mpn K nnt al hume »™»od and 

Sakharam. Sakharam .s face bears the traces of his new life. He looks 

OAWOOU. But Sakharam, you can t af ford to sit at home You've 

fhis L" week. C ' S ‘ he ' ,OUSe rU "- Y ° U haVen '' *«* "<>** 
sakharam. I'll go when 1 feel like it. 
i>AW<x>u. And if you're kicked out? 

sakharam Let's see them do it. I'm quite fit and strong 11 I lose 
one job, I can find another. I'll carry loads or break stones. After 
all, there s no getting away from work, Dawood. Sakharam 
Binder has- never been afraid of work. I've always fended for 
myself. See! Never called my own father. Father. And as for my 
mother, to her I was like the son of a wretched Mahar i 
scavenger. I grew up like a cactus^,ut in the open. 1 don , st are 
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easy. From now on it is going to be Champa, Champa and 
nothing more. . . . 

DAWOOI). But you know what people say. ... 
sakharam [bursting out). People! What do I owe them or their 
bloody fathers. Did they feed me when 1 went hungry? 1 lay 
dying in the Miraj Mission Hospital. Did anyone bother to find 
out whether I was alive or dead? Don’t talk to me about people, 
Dawood. Run after whores themselves, and carp at others. 
Nobody in this place can be cleaner than me. Every single one of 
those damned fellows is soiled, filthy. Trying to look clean 
outside. Stuffed with dirt inside. Don’t talk to me about people. 
If there’s anyone better than us, it’s those whores. Tell me what 
they say. Do they call me a drunkard? Do they say women have 
caused my fall? Do they say I’ve gone to the dogs because of 
Champa? No. Because they understand. Not much difference 
between those whores and your people? Except that the whores 
are honest, and your people—they are all fake. I hat’s all. 
dawood. But, Sakharam, you must think of yourself at least. 
Remember what this house used to be like, and look at it now. 
You remember, it’s not so long ago.. .. When the other bird was 
here, Laxmi bluibhi. How it used to be then! 
sakharam. Laxmi’s gone. She’s dead as far as I’m concerned. 
What the hell do I have to do with her now? That’s all over and 
done with. I don’t like to rake up old memories. Now it’s 
Champa. Nothing else. Nobody can match her little finger. You 
don’t know what fun Champa is. 
dawood. Look! It worries me—what 1 see and hear! That’s all I 
want to say. It’s up to you. Right, I’m off. Time to go to work! 
sakharam. Go. And don’t worry about me. 

\ Dawood goes. !Sakharam is left alone. Remains sitting for a while. 
Then goes to the shelf. The stage darkens.) 

SCENE VIII 

The lights come up. It is day. From far away comes the sound of the 
shehnai and of drums. In the kitchen Champa is doing her chores , 
somehow hying to keep her balance. There are traces of drunkenness in her 
steps. Sakharam enters the outer room. 

sakharam [removes his chappals and walks towards the peg). Champa 
. . . Champa. . . . 
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[('hampa staggers towards him.] 

lOmkinf, at her] You’ve been drinking? So earlv? If, 
today. And look at you I ->o early . It s 

[Champa laughs a tlrunk laugh .J 

noi’rith,’ fh y ^ ,hC Whals wron g with you? 

no, "gh . Champa. you should not drink on a holy day ML 

O'vsrra. What did I tell you before I left lor the PressTvou 

davuh ' CVen 1ad , a . balh ’ A,kI y° u ’ ve * )ee, t drinking. On a hoi 
y the woman of the house should look all dean and tidy WM 
W II people say? Go on inside. Go. [WW m aZZuZ 
(■hampa m to the kitchen.) Good-for-nothing! DoeXa e 

Damn he ' N °' ,wa — •<> "hiv 

“ U ha(l been s<>m<-’one else. I’d have broken her jaw 

ZelT lh l ,mn f nor - Han & U P his jacket and shirt on the peg 
lakes down hut mrtdanga. Dusts it and puts it in a comer. herreLm, 

ha! ° agm a ” d armn * e ' U " n “ h ’ a ( ln dmlin Z i‘- hinds a 

allow puja vessel and. goes out to pluck same flowers. He brings them 

ilZ WS ‘ n “ e HUhm a,Ul m “ k ” ^nds and fZ. 

h nee i 7r ng OUL dmn * her chmes M » point She loses her 
balance. Sakharam .stead,es her. She clings to Ins neck. He tries to push 

her away. She wonmove. Merely laughs drunkenly j ' 

move :z:z" yOU? ShOVe ° ff - 1 Wam t0 d0 "***' Wi " 
f Champa continues to laugh drunkenly.) 

Shameless wretch! Get out of my house. Go. 

[hven as he says this, he is roused, watching her intoxicated hm. 

Will you, will you let go? Or I'll kick you . . . you! 

[Champa laughs louder.] 

Go away—get away. Bloody bitch! 

[He pushes her. She crashes against something and falls down. | 
champa f agonized]. Oooh. . 

[Sakharam bends down to see if she's hurl.] 

sakharam. Let me see. Are you hurt? Where? Tell me Where 
does it hurt.-' Gome, show me. Oh. go m hell! 

[Sakharam remains .sitting heshle Champa. Darkness. | 


SCENE IX 

The lights come up. A dim light in the kitchen. Champa and Sakharam are 
asleep in the kitchen. Continuous knocking at the door. 

Voick [of]]. Anybody at home? Sakharam! sSakharam! 

[After some time — silence. Then again knocking at the door.] 

‘2\n voick. sSakharam! Ho Sakharam! You think he’s home? 
.'inn voick. Someone’s in there. 

'Im voick. Maybe the woman. 

.'Ikd voick. Maybe both. 

Isi voick [calls]. Sakharam—are you there? 

[Renewed knot king at the door. Someone stirs in the kitchen. Rut 
nobody gets up or answers. The knocking, the calls and the sounds 
continue at the door at intervals, and then there's silence. The kitchen , 
too, is quiet, except for the occasional drunken mutterings of Sakharam. 
Somewhere far away the drums and the shehnai are still playing. A 
crow caws nearby. Once again the knocking and calling begins. The 
callers go away. Silence. The stage darkens.] 


SCENIC X 

The lights crime up. It is night. The kitchen is lit by a dim lamp. Far away 
the dogs are howling in the dark. The crickets are chirping. Repeated 
knocking at the door. 

sakharam |/w <7 drunken voice]. Get up. 

[Knocking again.] 

I think .someone’s knocking at the door. Hey, get tip! You heard 
me? Get up. Look at her sprawling there! Someone’s knocking. 
Go, see who it is. . . . 

[ Knocking aga in. ] 

Who could it be at this time of the night? The slut won’t get up. 
Dead to the world! [Struggles to sit up. Holds his head tight.] God! 
What a heavy head I’ve got! 

[Knocking again.] 

[Hoarsely] All right. 1 heard. Who could it be at this time of night? 
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[Staggers up, and comes out, stumbling. Knocks against the m ridanga 

kept ready for the puja. All the puja things scatter on the floor. Goes to 
the door,] 

Who’s there? This time of night? 

[Opens the door. He cannot see very clearly who it is.] 

SAKHARAM. Whoisit?| Rubs his eyes. Then he freezes.} You? I must be 
dreaming, f Rubs his eyes again.] What are you doing here? How_ 

[He stands rooted to the spot. A figure carrying a cloth bundle comes in 
furtively. Her aspect is terrifying. She's shivering all over. Her sari is 
drawn across her face. She puts the bundle down. It's Uxmi.} 

iaxmj [i n aflat tone of voice J. My nephew threw me out. His wife 
charged me with stealing. Would I steal? Ever? They were going 
to hand me over to the police. Where could I go? So l came here! 

I he only place left for me. 

[Sakharam stares dumbly at her. He is not sure all this isn V a dream.] 

I II stay here now. And die here, too. I don't want to go away. I’ll 
live here, die here. 

[Sakharam is still stupefied. Laxmi stands before him, cowering. In the 
itchen Champa turns on her side, and mutters drunk.enly. Far away 
(he dogs are barking in the dark. Suddenly Sakharam comes back to 
earth. One swift movement and he grips Ixixmi by the arm, pushes her 1 
out, shuts the door on her face. He sighs with relief now that there's no 
more knocking at the door.] 

champa [stirring slightly in the kitchen}. Who’s there? Who’s come? 

[Silence. Sakharam still can't believe what he has seen. Was Laxmi 
really there? Did he really throw her out? He doesn V know; and he's in 
no condition to think about it, since he is still under the influence of 
liquor. But one thing is certain. There's no more knocking at the door. 
No other sounds either. Sakharam stands numbly, holding his head in 
his hands. Then he stumbles into the kitchen and slumps into bed. Soon 
tes asleep. (Jiampa s drunken muttering continues at intewals. The 
dogs continue to bark. The stage darkens.] 
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ACT THREE 


SCENE I 

The lights come up. Morning. Sunlight streams into the house. Champa 
comes into the outer room with a broom in her hand. She appears unkempt 
and lethargic. She opens the door. A ray of sunshine shoots in. Absently 
humming an ovi to herself, she begins to sweep the house. While she is thus 
engrossed, a figure appears in the dooru>ay. It is iMxmi. Champa doesn't 
notice her at first. 

champa [houi noticing Laxmi], Can’t keep on giving to beggars all 
the time! Move on. Go next door. 

[Ijaxmi remains standing in the doorway.] 

You heard what I said? Are you deaf? I said you'll get nothing 
here. Now, move on, will you? You’re new around here? 

[Ijixmi remains where she t.v.1 

You look quite fit. Why do you go round begging? 

[Ijixmi is still standing in the same position in silence.] 

Listen. Are you going to move on or not? How shameless can 
vou be! Get going. 

[Champa makes for her. Ijixmi doesn't budge.] 

i.axmi [in a toneless voice]. I’m not a beggar. 

Ch ampa. Oh, no? I suppose you’re some emperor’s queen, then! 
laxmi. I used to live here. 
ciiampa [surprised]. What? 

i.axmi. Yes. That's the broom I used to sweep this house with. I 
was what you are today. 
ciiampa. So you are. . . . 

i.axmi. Laxmi. I stayed here for a year and twenty-one days. He 
brought me last year in the month of Shravan. It was the fourth 
day of the new moon. I hadn’t eaten for six days. I remember it 
all! 

ciiampa. What made you come here now! 

laxmi. 1 was at my nephew’s in Amalner. They are a young 
couple. I was in the way. Where else could I go? I came here. I 
have no one else. 
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champa. Your husband? 

(hixmi sighs.] 

. :ham,»a [beg, ns to sweep the floor). He's no! a. home, The one you 
Wd,u to see - Sakharam. He’s gone lo the Press. | 

i.axmi, I know. I saw him go. 

CHAMPA You saw him? Then why didn't you tall out? 
i.axmi. He was late. Didn't want to delay hint further 

, ,ere r rC y ? U? 1, 5 ° ver ,wo hours si nce he went. 
i.axmi. 1 ve been here all night, sitting there under the eayes I, 

was ramtng. tarly in the morning I dozed off. I woke up again 
when he left for the Press. h 

champa. You mean you came at night? 
i.axmi. Yes. 
champa. And then? 

' for M t'he^ain ed ° UtSide ' ^ haVe S ' eP ‘ inlhe > ard - ** hadn't been 
CHAMPA. But why didn’t you knock? 

i.axmi [ hesitates. ami then] I didn't think I should have. Ii was yery 
late. And anyway I don't sleep much; so why disturb you? 
CHAMPA. Oil, I was dead to the world. Drunk 
1 . a x m t [astonished). What? You mean you drink? 

CHAMPA. Right. Why? 

i.axmi. You’d been drinking . . . last night? 

CHAMPA. Right. 1 drink every day. So does he 
«.AXMi [sorrowfully). It was Dassera yesterday. 

CHAMPA. So? 7 

l AXMt l pleading). You mustn't do that sort of thing „„ a holy day 
( hampa. You re religious, are you? 

' child M*V’7 alwa . ys been lhat ' K ‘ Kht ,r<,m 'he time 1 was a 
child My laitlt is what gave me strength when life was hard 

Another woman would have killed herself. I went on living' 
[A/ter a while, and with some curiosity] When did you come here, 
c hampa. Must be a couple of months. 
i .axmi. Soon after I left? 

CHAMPA. How would I know when vou left? 

'.AXMI. In the month of Bhadrapail. the eighth day of the moon. I 
remember exactly. I remember every one of my days here I 
could tel you about all of them. Now let me think Two months 
ago would be almost immediately after ! left. Yes. 
champa. What do you plan to do now? 
i.axmi. How can I plan? 
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f hampa. That’s true. Since there’s nowhere you can go, you’ll 
itay here, I suppose. 

I axmi. That’s what I thought. . . . 

CHAMPA [after a pause). Come in. I’ll make a cup of tea. 

I axmi. Please don’t bother. 

| Champa goes into the kitchen. Laxmi is left alone.) 

i hampa [a.* she goes in). 1 want one myself. Sakharam drives me 
crazy at night. [Ijaxmi reacts immediately to this.) Can’t be bothered 
to get up in the morning and make the tea. My head and 
body—just a bundle of pains and aches. 

[Ijixmi iiwoluntarily moves m.] 

I.axmi. Why don’t you let me make it? 

champa [promptly). Oh, no. You’re here for a few days. Can’t 
trouble you. 

i.axmi. No trouble at all. 

|hixmi begins to help without a minute's delay, ('.hamf hi watches her.) 

Does this not go here, as usual? 

(HAMPA. Yes. 

i.axmi [looks around. On an impulse). Where are the gods? 
champa. Oh, the gods? How would I know? 
i.axmi. How’ can you say that? Didn’t you find them? 1 left two 
f ramed pictures here when I left. 

(.hampa. Maybe. 

i.axmi [worried). Where could they have gone to? [Eagerly) Does 
he still do his puja ? 

( hampa. Who? Sakharam? He knows only one sort of puja\ 
i.axmi. When I was here, he used to have a bath every morning 
and offer flowers and sandalwood to the gods. Do you do your 
puja? 

champa. 1 don’t owe Cod anything! 

i.axmi. That’s not true! He does everything. 

ch ampa. He’s never done anything for me. Here. Drink your tea. 

| Tuts the tea before her.) W'hat’re you looking at? 
i.axmi [staring into her cup). There! Now who asked you to go 
jumping in here? Kh? Who asked you? 'There, now your mouth 
and nose are all filled with tea. That’s why you are wriggling, 
aren’t you? You naughty fellow! You mischievous little thing! 

[Chuckling to herself, she puts her finger into the tea and gently lifts up 
the black ant that’s fallen in.) 




180 


SAKHARAM BINDKR 


Act Three 


181 


A tiny little tummy and he wanted to drink all that tea. Wait a 
second. Don’t run away. Let me wipe you dry. Come here —[Picks 
up the ant very gently with the end of her sari.] H’m. Promise me you 
won’t jump into other people’s tea again! Promise! Now run 
along. [Lets the ant go.] 

[Cjhampa has stopped drinking. She sits there wonderstruck, moved by 
the innocence of the ragged Laxmi .] 

laxmi. When I used to stay here, there was a big black ant—just 
like this fellow here. A proud little rascal he was! I used to call 
him Raja, because he was really like a king. He’d become quite 
fond of me. And there was a crow too. 

[A crow caws outside.] 

[Brightening immediately ] There he is! Must be the same one. 

[/fum to the window and looks out. She feels faint. Closes her eyes , leans 
against something.] 

Champa [gets up, brings her back, and sits her down again]. There, 
drink your tea first. The crow won’t fly away. You must be 
famished. Come and sit here. 

[Forces Laxmi to sit beside her. Both sip their tea.] 

Here. Take this biscuit. [Gives it to her.] Dip it in your tea. How 
long will you stay here? 

laxmi. Who? I? Where can I go? Can’t go back to my nephew. Of 
to my husband either. Their doors are now closed to me! 
champa. Why did your husband drive you out? 
laxmi. Because we had no children. 
champa. And he had children after you left? 

LAXMI. How would I know? There’s been no news from him. And 
you . . . what about you? 

champa. Impotent husband! And he was a lot of bother. 1 walked 
out on him. Who wants a husband just for the sake of his name! 
laxmi. Where is he now? 

champa. God knows whether that corpse is still alive or dead. 
laxmi [hurt]. You shouldn’t say such things. 
champa. Then what do you expect me to say about that wretch? 
laxmi. Whatever happens, you are joined to your husband by 
sacred rites—in the presence of gods and Brahmins. 
champa. They don’t come and live your hell for you—those gods 
and Brahmins. 



laxmi. But that’s part of one’s fate. It has to be borne. 
champa. You mean you put up with it like a corpse till you drop 
dead? I put up with quite a lot. I can tell you that. But when I 
couldn’t take it any longer, I turned my back on him and walked 
out. Then he brought me here—your Sakharam. 
laxmi [5ig/img]. Not mine. He’s yours now. 
champa. Look here. I’m on my own ... If they’re there, well, 
they’re there, for all that they’re worth. If not, I’m all by myself, 
and all alone. That’s the way it is! 

[Silence.] 

laxmi [curious]. How are you getting along here? 
champa. Getting along? Once you drink, you get along fine. But 
your Sakharam, he really takes his money’s worth out of a 
woman. I’ve managed to last out here. What else can I do? Go 
out in the streets? face half a dozen animals every day! Easier to 
put up with this one. 

laxmi [sighs, but takes courage]. Then if I stayed here for good, you 
wouldn’t mind, would you? 

champa [thinks for a minute]. As long as you don’t push me out! If 
you try to do that. I can turn nasty. I might as well warn you. 
laxmi. I’d never do that. I won’t ask for much. In any case I’m 
exhausted. I can’t cope with things as I used to in the old days. All 
I want is a roof over my head. I’ll do what you want. I am used to 
hard work. 

champa [after some thought]. Stay. You look after the house, I’ll 
look after him. Anyway, I can’t cope with both. You stay alive, 
and I'll stay alive, too. 

i \\mi |m;v grateful]. Yes. I—I’ll tell him. I promise not to be a 
bother. I could help out with the work. I don’t look it, but I can 
still get through a lot of work. And I eat very little. A bit of rice 
and some buttermilk. I’m not fussy. Then there are my fasts. 
Two w/A are enough for me—one drying on the line, the other 
to wear, and not new ones either. Your old ones will do. 

[Sakharam enters the outer room. Removes his chappals. He seems to 

be in a bad mood for certain reason.] 

sakharam [in Champa |. It's me. 

[Champa motions to Laxmi. Sakharam hangs his cap and jacket on the 

t*g-] 

[Grumbling] Those swine, they want us to work more and for the 




182 


SAKHARAM B1NDKR 


Act Three 


183 


same pay! Who’ll agree? Who do you think you are? H 
bought us for life? Wait. I’ll show them_ 


avc you 


[Laxmi is waiting at the outer door, with a pail of water for him to wash 
his feet with. Through sheer force of habit Sakhmam goes to wash his 
feet, without noticing her. Then he sees her and suddenly stiffens. Fora 
moment, Laxmi is petrified. She stands before him trembling.) 

SAKHARAM [viciously]. You! Why have you come back? Who let 
you in.' 

'^XM! (ml/, difficulty]. My nephew threw me out. 1 came here 
Where else could I go? They charged me with stealing 
sakharam. Damn it, why here? 
laxmi. Where else? 

sakharam. I he whole wide world was open to you. I told von 
didn t I? ‘We’ll have nothing to do with each other.’ 
laxmi. I remembered this place. 

sakharam. I didn’t think of you—not once. The minute vou l< lt 
t his place you were dead to me. It was all over, done wit h That’s 
the rule here. Fourteen years I’ve followed it. You knew it. I 
warned you when I first brought you here, didn’t I? Well then> 
laxmi Everything was over. Where could I go? I came here I 
could turn to no one else. 

sakharam No one else to turn to! For all I care you could have 
‘hopped dead. What’s it to me? Who am I to you? 
i.awh {almost inaudibly). uod. 

sakharam [harshly]. What? Don’t you dare say a thing like that 
again 111 slit your throat, I will. A link based on a need. The need 
ended, the link snapped. Why’ve you come back? Who let you 
stay? Get out of this house at once! Come on, out with you. 

[Uixmi is trembling all over. Champa, tying her hair in a knot, comes 
and stands at the kitchen, door . watching them. She’s not the least bit 
affected by what she Am.] 

laxmi [suddenly puls down the pail of water and the jar and falls at 
Sakharam’sfeet). Please don’t send me away. Nowhere I can go. 
Nobody to turn to. I’ll do everything you want. I’ll do all the 

work. I don’t ask for anything just a roof over my head and to die 
in your lap. 

sakharam [kicking her away). Stop this nonsense. Get out this very 
minute, or I’ll split your skull. Get out. Out, this minute. 

(Laxmi is now clinging hard to Sakharam \s feet. He cannot free 
himself. He curses her. Champa is calmly watching the scene. 



Clenching his teeth, he now begins to rain blows on Laxmi. She doubles 
up in pain, but she will not let go his feet. He swears at her, hits her. 
Champa is still watching.) 

chami»a. You’d better stop this now. She’ll die otherwise. 
sakharam. I don’t care. I won’t let her stay here. 

[Hits her.] 

champa. And after you’ve killed her, what do you plan to do with 
me? 

sakharam. You’ve got your husband. 

champa. Which woman living with a husband would ever come 
here? 

sakharam [with a fresh outburst of anger, as he lays into Ijixmi with 
greater brutality). You shameless bitch! You leech. . . . 
champa [pulls Ijaxmi away and stands between her and him). Hit me. 

f He withdraws his hand in a fit of impotent fury. She lifts Ixixmi up, 
forces her hand off her face.) 

Let me see. Just missed the eye. You hurt in the belly? Below? 
Dime. Come on in. 
sakharam. Not in. Out. 

f Champa begins to take iMxmi into the kitchen.) 

sakharam. You heard me? Throw her out I said. 
champa. Come on . . . Don’t stand there gaping. 

[Champa takes her into the kitchen. He's furious; he feels frustrated, 
helpless.) 

sakharam. Champa, I’m telling you—throw her outl 
[Champa makes Laxmi sit doum.) 

champa [to Laxmi). Does it hurt where he hit you? It can hurt 
terribly. Sit here; don’t get up. 

[Comes out. Ticks up the pail of water and the jar that iMxmi was 
carrying.) 

[To Sakharam] Come on. Let me pour water over your feet. 
[Sakharam is furious.) 

sakharam. She must leave the house at once. 

[Champa is silent.) 
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Champa, I’m warning you. Send her out first. 
champa. Who am 1 to send her out? The house is yours. You 
throw her out if you want to. 1 didn’t bring her here in the first 
place. 

sakharam. Then why did you interfere? 

champa. Why? Because you’ll be hanged for murder, and to fill 
this belly of mine I’ll have to start hunting around every day fora 
new customer. Instead of having ten beasts tearing at me 
everyday, I’d rather do what one says to me. You get me? Come, 
wash your feet now. Your tea’s ready. 
sakharam. "fell her to go away. I’ll have nothing to do with her. 
champa. Why’re you so bothered? She can help me in the house. 
Anyway 1 can’t cope with the house and with you. She’ll look 
after the house. We don’t have to give anything except a little 
food and my old saris. Why should that worry you? 
sakharam. I don’t want to feed two mouths. 
champa. Oh? Then I’ll go. 

sakharam. No. Send her away. She must go. Damn her! Talks of 
dying with her head on my lap! [ Shouting ] Laxmi, get out of my 
house. Get out this very minute. I’ve no use for you here. 

[Laxmi quakes with fear in the kitchen.) 

champa. Now are you coming to wash your feet or shall I just 
leave everything here and go in? 

[Sakharam reluctantly follows Champa out—to wash his feet . laxmi 
cowers against the wall of the kitchen, trembling. Outside a crow caws. 
Ixixmi stumbles to the kitchen window and looks out eagerly. Champa 
and Sakharam enter the outer room. He is wiping his hands and face. 
Champa comes into the kitchen with the water-pail and jar. Glances for 
a moment at Laxmi looking out of the window and goes to the washing 
place to set down the pail and jar.) 

i.axmi [looking out). He didn’t shout again. 
champa. Who? The crow or him—your Sakharam? 
laxmi [as though she hasn't heard). This is exactly how he used to 
call in the afternoons. I’m sure it’s the same one. 

[Champa pours out the tea and takes it out. Sakharam is sitting on the 
mattress.) 

sakharam [taking the tea from her). 1 hope she’s gone. 
champa [after a pause). No. 

sakharam [putting down his cup and saucer). No? Why not? 



champa. Drink your tea. 
sakharam. How dare you boss over me? 
champa. So? Are you going to beat me? 
sakharam. I will when the time comes. You think I won’t? 
champa. We’ll wail till the time comes. Meanwhile drink your tea. 
It’s getting cold. 

sakharam. 1 won’t let her stay in this house. Whatever happens, I 
won’t. 

| Champa puts the tea cup to his lips. I le holds it and begins to drink the 
tea in a huff.) 

Once a thing’s over, that’s the end. Why did she come back here? 
I’m not her husband! 

[Ixixmi has quietly begun working inside the kitchen. She's limping.) 

champa. Let her stay for a couple of days. Then I’ll tell her to go. 
Anyway, where can she go? 

sakharam. That doesn’t mean I’m to take care of her for the rest 
of her life! Champa, you must send her away. Tomorrow itself. 
Tomorrow morning. I don’t want to see her face again. 
Shameless wretch. Talks about dying with her head on my lap. 

[He's smouldering. After he finishes his tea, she takes his cup and saucer 
from him and goes into the kitchen. Promptly Laxmi moves aside.) 

laxmi [with diffidence). What happened? 

champa. Carry on with the work. Anyway what’s to happen to 
you? What can anyone do for you? But just remember. You can 
stay, but I don’t want a word out of you. 

[Sakharam is still uneasy. He's pacing about. Takes the liquor bottle 
from the shelf. Begins to drink from it. Then, for some reason, he takes 
doxm his mridanga. Dusts it, sets it down. Takes off its cover. Sits 
down. Starts playing it. In the kitchen Ixixmi is thrilled by the sound. 
Sakharam begins to play the mridanga; he is lost in a trance. Then he 
begins to play in a frenzy. The two women are working in the kitchen. 
The drum beats sound louder. Dawood enters. Sakharam is oblivious of 
his presence.) 

sakharam ( notices him. Very curtly). Look who’s here! Found time 
lo come today, did you? 

dawood. Heard the mridanga, and I felt as if the old days had 
returned. 

sakharam. What old days? 
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da wood. When you had the other bird—Laxmi. 

[Immediately, Sakharam's hand comes to a slop in mid-air. Uixmi , 
hearing Dawood's voice, comes to the kitchen doorway .] 

i.axmi [unable to restrain herself]. Dawoodji! 

DA wood [glad to see her]. Hey? Is this true? [To Sakharam | Well. 

well, two birds in place of one, eh? Or has Champa left? 
sakharam [in a sharp tone]. Shut up. Or get out. I don’t want to 
hear one more word. 

[Begins to beat fiercely on the mridanga. Dawood us silent. Uixmi is 
still in the doorway. Champa is quietly working in the kitchen. | 

ohampa [to Laxmi]. Hey, will you come in and do some work? Or 
are you just going to stand there like a statue? 

[Laxmi starts and goes back to work. Sakharam continues beating on 
the mridanga, Dawood at his side. Darkness.] 

SCENE II 

^ dim ll S ht in th * kitchen. The night is far advanced. A cock crows 
somewhere far away. The dim kerosene lamp has throum iMxmi's large, 
black shadow over the entire kitchen. She's clapping her hands softly and 
muttering ‘Sitaram, Sitaram, Sitaram, Jai Sitaram.’ Gradually her 
voice and clapping grow louder. 

sakharam [speaking from the darkness of the outer room]. What’s 
going on? Stop it at once. In the middle of the night! 

[Laxmi continues her clapping and chanting, but more softly.] 

sakharam. Stop it, or I’ll kill you, d’you hear? Damned nuisance. 

[Laxmi still continues with her clapping and chanting but she is barely 
audible now.] J 

Will you put out that light and sleep in peace? Or else I make you 
vomit blood, I will. 

[Laxmi is quiet after this. She blows on the oil-lamp. It is completely 
dark now except for some light outside the window coming from an 
unseen source.] 

Damn her. She won’t stop. 

[Qutet everywhere. Except for the crickets. Sakharam rises in bed.] 
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\Grumbling\ Damn her—the bitch. 

|Lies down. Silence.] 

|From the outer room comes ('.hampa's voice muttering drunkenly. 
Then slurred sounds. long sigh. In the kitchen Uixmi is curled upon 
the rags. Then she sits up in bed. | 

i.wmi |unable to stop herself]. Sitaram, Sitaram. 

| Quickly drops her voice. The light from outside the window shows up 
her figure in silhouette, mi king to and fro like one possessed. And then 
the stage darkens . | 

SCENE III 

The lights come up. It is afternoon. A crow caws. ' There's nobody in the 
house. Sol/ling happens for a moment. Then the bolt of the outer door is 
hurriedly drawn. Uixmi opens (he door and comes in. She is panting 
heavily, and she looks as if she has just gone through a terrible experience. 
She stumbles into the kitchen. Gomes out again and clumsily bolts the door 
of the outer room. Goes back to the kitchen and sits before the pictures of her 
gods. She is still panting. Almost as if her soul is threatening to burst out of 
her body and she has to hold it in with great effort. 

i.axmi [addressing the pictures, and still panting]. Do vou—do von 
know? You know about it? Horrible. Just horrible! I thought—I 
thought I’d faint. Oh, mv God. what a thing to happen! I can’t 
understand it. What shall ldo? I don’t know what. How horrible! 
Sitaram, Sitaram. That Champa—and that Muslim—how hor¬ 
rible! \Pants again.] Terrible! Shouldn't have followed her. I 
couldn't help it. What could 1 do? [She slaps her face right and left.] I 
don’t know why I went. Why did 1 go? Shall I tell you? I had mv 
doubts. 1 be whole of last week. Where does she go every 
afternoon? I went for his sake. My misfortune, I couldn't keep 
the man I married. For me this one was my husband. 1 
worshipped him. Even when I was away, I’d worship him in 
silence every day. | Pulls out of her choli some black beads strung on a 
cotton thread. It is a mangalsutra of sorts.] Look at this. I wore this 
in his name. I belong to him. If I have to be kicked, let him kick 
me; it I have to die, let me die on his lap—in full glory like a 
married woman. [She's overwhelmed with emotion. J How could she 
do it to him? This sort of thing behind his back with that 
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Muslim—Oh, God! [A lump in her throat.] 1 can’t bear it. I wish I’d 
dropped dead the minute I saw it. Evil! Sin! She’ll go to hell for 

this. Let her! What about him? Because of her even he has_ 

[Shudders.] Oh, God! Just can’t bear it. They’re alwavs drinking— 
day and night. Wasn’t so bad when I was here. 1 wouldn’t have 
allowed it. And now . . . What’ll 1 do now? Oh God, he doesn’t 
know. 1 he thought of it makes me sick. 

[(Jumps her hand tight over her mouth.] 

[Knock at the door.] 

[Starts] That’s her. What’ll I do? 1 don’t know. 

[Hastily touches her head to the floor in front of the pictures, does out 
and opens the door. Starts, turns walking away. Champa 's husband , 
bouzdnr Shmde comes in, haltingly. He is looking even more haggard 
and uncared for now. His feet are bare. His face is scarred.] 

man. Champa! Hey Champa! 

[Laxmi, her back turned to him, stiffens. She is rooted to the spot.] 

Champa, I’ve come. Beat me—Champa. Today I’ve come here 
to die. I won’t go from here alive. Death at vour hands. I’ll drop 
off. . . . ' 

[Isix mi turns to look at him.] 



Eh? You’re not Champa. You’re someone else. Where’s Champa? 
Where’s she? Where’s Champa gone? Champa! [Totters down, 
almost in a faint. | 

iaxmi [flabbergasted by all this]. Whore you? Who Ye you? 

I Hurries in and brings him water to drink.] 

Here. Drink this first. 

[He drinks it in one draught.] 

You related to Champa? 

man. I’m Champa’s husband. Her real husband. The one she 
married. 

[Uixmi shudders.] 

Where’s Champa? 1 want her. I want her to beat me. I’ve come to 
die at her hands. Champa, beat me. Beat me, Champa. 
laxmi. She isn t at home. Where’ve you come from? 

[Champa's husband shrugs, meaning, 7 don't know. ’] 



Where do you live? 

man. In the streets, in the gutters. In the cemetery. [Dry sobs.] 
Anywhere. 

i.axmi [can't help herself. She goes towards him]. No, no. Don’t cry. 
Not right for a grown man to cry like this. What’s the matter? 
You running a fever? 

[She touches him. and instantly withdraws her hand.] 

No. You hungry? Wait, I’ll go and see if there’s anything to eat. 

[Coes into the kitchen. Hurries out again with some food in a small 
bowl. Meanwhile Champa's husband has taken a bottle out of his 
pocket, has a couple of draughts from it, and puis it back in his pocket.] 

Here. Eat this. [Puts the bowl before him.] 

[Champa's husband doesn't move.] 

i.axmi. Wait. Your mouth’s dirty. Let me see. [She quickly brings 
forward the end of her sari. Then she drops it at once and fetches some 
xoater and a piece of cloth from the kitchen.] Here, rinse your mouth 
with this water and then wipe it on this. 

[Champa's husband doesn't move.] 

Poor man. You’ve got nothing inside you! [She steals herself to wipe 
his face. Her hands are trembling.] God knows what sort of creature 
she is! Now eat. Eat properly. Don’t hurry. 

[Champa’s husband sits still, without moving.] 

Haven’t you strength enough even to eat? Once we get some¬ 
thing inside you, I’m sure you’ll feel better. It’s an awful 
thing—drink. What’s in it? Some horribly nasty stuff, I expect. 
Ugh! 

man. Water. . . . 

laxmi. Water? Wait. I’ll get it. [Goes in.) 

[ Promptly Champa 's husband takes a couple of swigs from the bottle, 
and puis it back in his bag.] 

[I mx mi comes out with a glass of water.] Here. Drink this. [Makes him 
drink the xoater.] You’re still weak. What a way to treat a body! 
She’s got no heart, but that’s no reason why— [Looks at his face] 
where did you hurt yourself? 

man. She—she hit me. 
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i.axmi. Who? Champa? 

[He nods.] 

[Shocked] You came here, did you? [He nods.] And she beat you 
and threw you out of the house? She a woman or a fiend? And 
you took it from her! You’re a man, aren’t you? 

MAN. No, no. I want her to beat me. Want to die at her hands. 
Don’t want to live. Why live? No job, no wife, po home—what’s 
left? [Sflfo loudly.] What is left? 
laxmi. There, there, someone’ll hear you. 

[Involuntarily places her hand on his mouth.] 

Shell come back any moment. You know where she’s gone? 
[Hesitates, wondering whether to tell him.] Never mind. It’ll hurt you 
more. Go away now. Go before she comes or she’ll beat the life 
out of you. She’s hard-hearted. Sh ameless. 

[He seems in no hurry to leave.] 

Go on. Go away now. 

[He remains where he is. | 

If she comes back and finds you here, she’ll lei hell loose. Come 
on, get up. 

[He still continues to of] 

(iet up. Come on. [STi* tries to pull him up. He deliberately puts all his 
weight on her and finally manages to stand up. | Go. (iome back again 
if you like. If you come when she’s not around. I’ll feed you. But 
be sure to come when she’s not in. (Jo. |A/wm7 pushes him towards 
the door. Sees him out. Comes back clenching her teeth. | Sinner! She'll 
pay for this. Walks out on her husband. Lives with another and 
carries on with a third. Horrible! To lav hands on your own 
husband! [Goes hastily to the pictures of her gods] You’re watching, 
aren t you? [Closes her eyes. ] Situ ram, Sitaram — 

[Darkness. | 


SCENE IV 

The lights come up. It us evening. Champa is in the kitchen. Lax mi enters 
with pots of water balanced on her head and hip. With great diff iculty she 
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manages to lower the one on her hip. Then the one on her head. She sighs 
with relief. She can’t cope with the work. She appears to be in worse 
condition than before. Champa barely acknowledges Laxmi’s presence and 
then she continues with her own work. Laxmi carefully arranges the pots 
near the washing place. Then turns to some other work. 

ciiampa [without looking at Uixmi , and continuing her work]. Who’s 
been coming here in the afternoons? 

[Laxmi stares.] 

laxmi. Who? 

champa. I don’t know. You’re the one who’s at home. 
i.axmi [trying to evade answering her]. Who could it be? 
champa. How often has my husband been here? 
i.axmi [confused]. Husband? 

champa. Look here, don’t try a lie to me. Might as well come out 
with the truth. Quick. 
laxmi. Three times. 
champa. Why did you let him in? 

laxmi [with effort]. He wasn’t—sort of—well. How was 1 to know 
who he was? He used to come on his own. Yes. How could I drive 
him out? 

champa. How’s it he always left before l returned. 
laxmi. He—he used to go. Yes. He’d just go away. 
champa. Why didn’t you tell me? 

laxmi. I? [At a loss to answer.] I thought—I wasn’t sure whether—1 
mean if I should tell or . . . 

< hampa [stands before her, hands on hips]. Look here. Don’t double- 
cross me. 1 warn you. [Laxmi wants to say something, but the words 
won't leave her mouth.] If you act straight, you can stay. You’re 
here because I let you stay. I’m warning you, don’t you dare let 
that corpse enter this house again. You’ll have me to face, then. 

[iMxmi begins to tremble. She wants to say something, but no words 
issue from her lips. Champa goes out. Lmxvu looks in her direction. She 
is still in the kitchen. She goes to the pictures of the gods.] 

laxmi [to the gods]. Sitaram , Sitaram. You saw that, didn’t you? 
She’s stopped her husband from coming here. Because he found 
a friend here. He’d have become strong again. Then she 
wouldn’t have been able to keep him down. Poor man! She 
walked out on him. Walked out on the man she’d been joined to 
by gods and Brahmins. He still wants her. That’s why he keeps on 
coming here. But she doesn’t want him. He’s in her wav. She’d 
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be happy if he died. She’s no fool. She’s evil. She dared threaten 
me! What can she do to me? I’m a good woman. Right’s on my 
side. I’ve always been virtuous. She can’t do a thing to me. 
[Swallows] Don’t ever forgive her, God. She’s evil. 

[A,t she speaks, the stage darkens gradually.] 


SCENE V 

The lights come up. It is night. Laxmi and Champa are in the kitchen. 
iMxmi sits in front of the framed pictures of the gods reading from a prayer 
hook. Champa is by the stove. She is cutting the vegetables. In the outer 
room Sakharam is smoking his chilum. By his side is the mridanga, and 
further away his mattress. 

sakharam. Champa! 

Champa [reluctantly]. Coming. 

[But she carries on with her work. Laxmi glances in her direction and 
continues with her reading.] 

sakharam. Champa, what’re you doing? 
champa. Getting the vegetables ready for tomorrow. 
sakharam. Do that tomorrow. Come and sleep. 

[Champa still continues with her work. Laxmi is conscious of all this but 
avoids looking at her.] 

sakharam [in a harsher voice]. Champa! 

[Champa stops cutting the vegetables, bangs things around, gets up 

and washes her hands. Wipes them on her sari and comes into the outer 
room.] 

Shut that door and put off the light. Quick. 

[Champa deliberately takes her time doing these things. Approaches the 
mattress. Laxmi’s attention is not on the prayer-book any more—but 
outside. Sakharam comes to the mattress. Champa is sitting on the 
mattress.] 

Come on, sleep. 

[Champa remains sitting.] 

Didn’t you hear me? 

[Champa continues to sit.] 



Have you gone deaf? 

[.S'/ie remains seated. He forces her doum. In the kitchen, Laxmi 
shudders. ] 

[Shrilly] Hey, you, put off the light there! 

[Laxmi quickly fmts out the oil-lamp. It is dark. It remains like this for 
some time. The silence is terrible. Then suddenly the sounds of a 
struggle in the outer room.] 

champa [fiercely |. No—no—I don’t want it—I don’t want it today. 
sakharam. Be quiet, Champa. 

champa. No. Go away. Move over. Leave me alone or else— 
sakharam [a cry of pain]. Ooh—you baggage, I’ll teach you how 
to. ... 

champa. Don’t you dare touch me—I’m telling you—Go away. 
Will you just get away from me! Away. . . . 

[This argument goes on and then Champa lets out an animal cry. In the 
dark Champa is seen shooting out and moving away. In the kitchen 
Ijtxmi's darkened figure stiffens. Now Sakharam's figure is seen 
leaving the mattress.] 

sakharam [viciously stalking Champa]. Come here—All these airs! 
You were in the streets when I picked you up. I fed you. Come 
along—this very minute. 

champa. I’ll wake up the whole place, I tell you. I can’t bear it any 
more. 

sakharam. So what? I’m the master here. My word goes. 
champa. My body can’t take it, not any more. 
sakharam. Your body can go to hell. I haven’t kept you here to 
pamper your body. Come on now—Come on— 
champa [resolutely ]. I won’t. I didn’t mind it as long as you were a 
man. I won’t take you now. 
sakharam. Champa— 

champa. Yeah. Can’t take it any more—not even with all that 
drink inside me. If you can’t make it, go and lie down quietly. 
Haven’t been able to make it these last few days. A sound from 
the kitchen and you go cold. That true or not? 
sakharam. Champa— 

champa. Stop that‘Champa—Champa—’You’re not a man—not 
since she came. She’s made an impotent ninny of you. Don’t 
have the guts to take me before her. You turn into a corpse—a 
worm. 
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sakharam. Watch your tongue Champa 1 can turn nastv. 
champa. Cio away! Who re you trying to scare? Can’t frighten 
even a dog, you! 

sakiiaram. Damn your mother’s— 


[hi the dim light he is seen pouncing on her. A struggle f ollows. Laxrni 
stands motionless in the kitchen. Outside Champa is about to scream. 
He puts his hand over her mouth. Sakha ram's grunting. A bang and a 
crash. Champa whines like an animal. Sakharam s voice. | 


Diink dtink drink some more—Open vour jaws—don't spit, 
vou slut—Drink, drink or I'll—Drink—Come on. drink. 


[ Hien the struggle ends. Lveiything is still. Champa sighs. Silence, 
Sakharam \ indistinct grunts. Laxmi's agonized figure standing inside 
kitchen door. Then total darkness.] 


SCKNK VI 

Less dark. A faint murmur from Champa lying on the mattress. Sakharam 
gets up and comes to the kitchen door. Opens it. Ixixmi springs out of bed. 
Hastily lights the lamp. Sakharam stands in the doorway. Both still. 

sakiiaram | in a low growling tone j. Leave this house. This very 
minute. [Laxrni trembles all over.] She says you have made a ninny 
out of me, you beggar. There wasn’t a soul in the world who’d 
have cared for you. So you got on to my back, did vou? Why 
didn't you die instead? What am I to you? 1 don't give a damn for 
you and your God. I’m my own master. I’m a wretched 
scavenget, a Mahar brat born in a Brahmin home. Why did you 
come here again? Why did you stay on here? Get out Pick up 
those gods of yours. Pick up all that stuff, and your clothes. Or 
PH bring them to you, where you are, but clear out of here. Get 
out. You hear me? 

i.axmi | inaudibly], At least till the morning— 

sakharam. No, now, this very minute. 1 want to lead my own life. 

I don’t want you or your God in my way. Why should I put up 
with it! Pick up that picture, or I’ll kick it. 

[Laxrni hastily picks up the picture and hugs it close to her bosom.] 
i.axmi. Why do this to God? 

sakharam. Why did He enter my house? He turned vou into a 
beggar and came into mv home under vour wing. 
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i.axmi. You shouldn’t talk like that about. . . . 
sakharam. You think I’m scared of Him? Oh no! I’ve lived a 
clean life. I used my wits to live the way 1 wanted. I didn’t cheat a 
soul. I’m not scared of anyone, not even of God. So get out. Clear 
out of here now. 

i.axmi [seeing no other way out, begins to collect all her belongings]. 1 
could have gone in the morning. [Sakharam s expression turns 
brutal.] No—no. I’ll go. I’ll go this very minute. 

[She's got everything together now. Conies near him. Suddenly tries to 

touch his feet ] 

sakharam [kicks her]. Out! 

\ l mx mi is trembling violently. A terribly pathetic f igure. Comes into the 

outer room, a shrunken figure. Goes to the door. Sakharam follows her. 

Ijaxmi again tries to touch his feet. He moves back.] 

No! You have no claim on me. I’ll kick you. Make you vomit 
blood, I will. 

( I/ixmi begins to open the door with a trembling hand. Then she stops. ] 

i.axmi [she has found strength somewhere. It is the strength of a cornered 
animal]. I’ll go—but I’ve got to tell you something. 
sakharam. I don’t want to hear a word. 
i.axmi. It’s for your own good. 
sakiiaram. I don’t want to hear. 

i.axmi. 1 ... I won’t wait. I’ll go the minute I tell you. It’s for your 
own good. 

sakiiaram [after a pause]. All right. What is it? 

i.axmi [pointing Champa J. She’s—she’s no good. ... no good. . . . 

sakiiaram. That’s my look-out. 

i.axmi. She's unfaithful to vou. . . . 

sakiiaram. I don’t want to hear it from you. Clear out. 

i.axmi. She—she goes to that Muslim—everv day. 

|/\ heavy silence.] 

sakharam. What? Muslim? Which Muslim? 
i.axmi. Dawood. To Dawood. 

sakiiaram [moves forward and slaps her hard]. I’ll break your jaw. 
i.axmi. I saw it—with mv own eyes—I swear to God— 

[Sakharam pounces on l/ixmi like a tiger and beats her right and left. 

She doubles up in pain. Champa's unconscious and faint muttering.] 
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champa [faintly]. Move away, you corpse. . . . Get away. You’re a 
ninny. I can’t take it any more. 

[Champa groans in pain. It’s an animal sound.] 

SAKHARAM [flays Laxmi again]. So! [Then jerks her up] Now say it 
again. Say it once more. 

i.axmi [even though she's being hit all the time]. It’s true—it’s the 
truth—these lips have never spoken a lie yet—She’s unfaithful to 
you Yes—with Dawood. She goes to him—every afternoon— 
when you’re at the Press. I’ve seen them—seen them with my 
own eyes. 

[Sakharam pushes her away with terrible force, and shoots out of the 
house like an arrow. iMxmi groans. Animal sounds from Champa. Far 
away the dogs bark. Then darkness.] 

SCENE VII 

Less dark now. Ixixmi is sitting motionless, against the wall. Before her is 
the picture of a god. She is moaning. Sakharam comes in. Closes the door. 
Looks at Laxmi. Kicks her once. She cries out in anguish. Sakharam makes 
straight for Champa and stands there looking at her. Quickly sits doum 
and puts his hands round her neck. Grunts. Squeezes harder. Her 
suffocated wail grows fainter. H e continues to squeeze. Then sits staring at 
her motionless body for a few seconds in f rozen silence. 

sakharam [shudders and mutters faintly]. Murder! [Afor* clearly] 
Murder! [Faintly] Murder. 

[Laxmi stiffens.] 

Murder, Murder! 

[Laxmi gets up quickly and limps towards Sakharam and Champa. 
Stands motionless, looking at Sakharam, and then at the prostrate 
figure of Champa.] 

sakharam [scared]. Murdered—I’ve murdered her—murder_ 

I’ve murdered— 

laxmi [summons all her strength]. Hush! Don’t shout. Not a word. 
[Continues staring at the lifeless Champa.] Anyway she was a sinner. 
She’ll go to hell. Not you. I’ve been, a virtuous woman. My 
virtuous deeds will see both of us through. I’ll stay with you. I’ll 
look after you. I’ll do what you say. And I’ll die with my head on 
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your lap. Yes. Now don’t be afraid. We’ll—we’ll bury her. Where 
do you think? Notout there—no. Somewhere here. Inside. And 
we’ll say that she went away. No one will suspect. I’ll swear by 
God. He knows everything. He knows I am virtuous. He’ll stand 
by me. He won’t judge you. I’ll tell Him to count my good deeds 
as yours. I’ll do everything for you. Yes— 

[Hastily picks up the picture of the god and raises it to her forehead. 
Then to his forehead. He stands motionless. Then, putting the picture 
down, she repeatedly rubs her nose on the floor before it. Then closes her 
eyes and prays.] 

[Opens her eyes] Come—come on now. Let’s get started. Get the 
shovel from the garden. I’ll clear some space in the kitchen. 
Don’t waste time. Once it is light we won’t be able to do a thing. 
Night is when God rules everywhere. In the day man reigns. 
And men are sinful. Men are cruel and mean. Like her. Let’s 
finish everything before it is light. He has given me His 
blessings. [Pointing at the picture frame.] Come. Get up. Don’t 
waste time. Don't be scared. I’m a virtuous woman. She was a 
sinner. I’ve never harmed a soul—not even insects. 

[Takes her mangalsutra out and shows it to him.] 

See—see here—I’ve worn this round my neck in your name—all 
these days. The man who tied the first one, broke the bond, 
himself. I didn’t break it. She—she left her husband. She was 
unfaithful to you. You are a good man. God will forgive you. I’ll 
tell him. He listens to me. Wait. I’ll go and get the shovel. You 
keep sitting—I’ll be back— 

1 Stumbling and limping she goes out into the dark with a strange kind 
of courage. Brings the shovel and gives it to Sakharam.] 

l ake this. Come. Come to the kitchen. 

[Sakharam stares speechlessly at the lifeless Champa. Laxmi gets up. 
Picks up a sheet and pulls it over Champa's face. ] 

i.axmi. That’s better? Now you can’t see that unfaithful face. Her 
soul must be burning in hell. God doesn’t take long to decide. 
[Looking at the body, with contempt] Sinner! 

[Holds him.] 

Get up now. Come in. Before dawn breaks everything must be in 
its place again. Then no one will know. I’ll tell everybody that 
she’s gone away. 
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| Sakha rain gets up, like a frozen statue, Laxmi leads him in In tin 
kitchen. Puts the shovel in his hands.] 

Hero you are. Dig. 

[Sakharam stands without moving.] 

Dig. (>o on, dig, dig. . . 

| Sakharam is still in the same position. Ijtxmi now picks up the shor'd 
herself, and mustering all her strength, begins todiga bit. One after the 
other the blows Ja/l, followed by Laxmi's grunts' Suddenly there'sM 
knock at the door. Sakharam looks lost. His condition is pathetic, hixnn 
stiffens. She is listening to the sound.] 

( "AM'»\’s Ml . SHAM) [knocking at the door and speaking in a heavy 
drunken voice]. Champa—Champa—where’re you. Champa?- ; 
Kill me Champa. Champa, Champa, open the door. I’m here. 
Win don’t you beat me, Champa? Beat me, Champa. Champa— | 
i. \ x m i \fo the dazed figure of Sakharam\. It’s him. Her husband. He’ll 
knoc k for a while and go away. Stay quiet. 

\ Once again, she begins to dig with all her might. More rapidly now. < 
The shovel rises and falls in quick rhythm. Along with its blows come her 
muffled grunts. The knocking at the outer door continues. Champa's f 
husband is still calling, but his voice is becoming fainter: 'Champa — 
My Champa—Where are you, Champa—Champa—please kill me— 
I'm here. Open the door. Champa, Champa—Sakharam stands beside 
Imxuu. All the sap has been squeezed out of him. He's just an empty ? 
shell. In the outer room lies Champa’s motionless body, covered from 1 
head to foot. Outside the door Chamfm's husband sets up an eerie howl § 
for Champa, a feeble, terrifying and monotonous whimper. It goes on, 1 
and on and on. Night reigns. \ 
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